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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


@HARLES LORD HALIFAX. 


MY LORD, <3 

TF Icould have the vanity to make amerit of dedicating 
this Tragedy, I hould here take an opportunity afecling 

“you that L am in this endeavouring to make the beft an 
only return I am capable of for all thofe marks of exceed- 
ing goodnefs and humanity which I have ftill bad the ho- 
nour to meet with from your Lordhhip : but fince the mat~ 
ter is quite otherwife, fince it is highly to my advantage 
to thelter myfelf under fo great a name, fince I have done 
myfelf fo much honour by it, Tam bound to own, with all 
4 ie gratitude I am capable of, that your Lordhhip’s pa- 
nage is a new and will bea lafting obligation upon me. 
Moit kinds of poetry, but efpecially tragedies, come 
into the world now like children born under ill flarss a 
general indifference, or rather difinelination, attends like 
a bad influence upon ‘em, and after having buitled thro’ 
ill ufage and a fhort life they fleep and ure forgdtten. 
‘The relith of things of this kind is certu:nly very much al- 
tergd from what it was fome time fince; and though I will 
+ not prefume to cenfure other people’s pleafures, and pre- 
: {nr to the various taftes of mankind, yet I will takethe 
- ~libgrty to fay, that thofe who fcorn to be entertained like 
their forefathers will hardly fubititute fo reafonable a di- 
verfion in the room of that which they have laid afide. I 
could with there were not fo mach reafon as there is fo at- 
tribute this change of inclinations to a difefoem of learn- 
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ing itfelf Too many people are apt to think that books 
are not neceffary to the finithing the chara@ter of a fine 
gentleman, and are therefore eafily drawn to defpife what 
they know nothing of. But, my Lord, among all thefe 
mortifying thoughts it is ftill a pleafure to the Mufes to 
think that there are fome men of too delicate underftand- 
ings to give into the taftes of a depraved age, men’ that 
have not only the power but the will to proteét thofe arts 
which they Tove, becaufe they are matters of ‘em. 

Itwould be very cafy for me to diftinguith one amon, | 
thofe few after the mofl advantageous manner, but a 
men of common fenfe have concurred in doing it already, 
and there is no need of a panegyrick. 

I could be almott tempted to expofly ih the reft > 
of the world (for J am fre there is wp Teeahon to make 
an apology to yous Lordhhip) in defeyee of poetry. Iam 
far from thinking of a good poet ar (he Stoicks did’ of 
their wife man, that he was fuflicient for every thing, could 
be every thing, and excel in every thing, as he pleafeds 
yet fure I may be allowed to fay that that brightnels,” 
guicknefs, that ftrength and greatnefs of thinking, which 
isrequired inany of the nobler kinds of poetry would raife | 
aman to an uncommon diftingtion in any profeffion or bu- ) 
finefs that hasa relation to good fenfe li underftanding. _ 
One modern inftance can at leaft be given where the fame 
genius that fhone in poctry was found equal to the firit 


enplbyrments of the ftatc, and where the fame man int 
hi 








by his virtue and wifdom was highly ufeful to and inftrus 
mental in the fafety and tappinet of his native country 
had been equally ornamental to it in his wit. 

This is what I could not help faying 
an art which has been formerly the favourite of the great~ 
eftmen; not that it wants a recommendation to your Lord- 
thip, who have always been a conitant and generous pro 
teétor of it, ‘This indeed would be much tore properly 
faid to the world, and when I have told them what men 
have equally adorned it and been adorned by it, T might: 
not unkt'y apply to them what Horace faid to the Pilos, H 








——— fort Pudori 
Sit tibi Mufa Lyre folers 8 Cantor Apollo, 





For my own inconfiderable retentions to vere T hall 
Tconfefs, think better even of them than I have ever yet 
done if they thall afford me the honourto bealwaysthought, 
f My Lord, 
vi your Lortthip’s moft obedient 


and devoted humble fervant, 


N. ROWES 
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PROLOGUE. 


Sirvce to your fam'd forefathers quite contr 
You from pf emi kd as their wifdom sa 
Wht art what method foal the poet find = 
To hit the tafle of each fantaftick mind? 

Legions of joys your swand’ring fancies lead ; 

Like fummer flies which in the, les breed 

Each yaar they fwarm anew, and to the loft fucceed. 
Time was when fools by fellow/bip evere known, 

But now they fray, and in this populous Town 

Each coxcomb has a folly of bis own. 


Some dreliy dance, fame play, not to forget 
Tour, po sea and your mt baffet ae 
Some gol, fome borw, and fome make factty 
Tour Funt foxes, your court places. 
The city up the various feent, 
Where wagers and where wife Men win. 
ne rails at Calia for a late mifchance, 


One grumbles and cries up the pow'r of Frances 
This man talks politicks and that takes pills, 
_ One oe ta yer! and toes the nation’s ills 
Wew fiddlin the charms of fingfong win yey 
pate f and panei ‘a pa 
‘As to your drinking ——but for that awe pare it, 
Nor with your other vile delights c cits 
There's fimething more than found, there's fenft, in claret. 
Mean-wobile neghQed werfe, along difgracey 
PAmongh your many pleafures finds no place ; 
The virtuous laws of common fenfe forfwearing, 
Tou damn us, like pack d juries, without hearing. 
Each puny whipfler here is wit enough, 
With feornful airs and fupercilious Lea 
Tory, This Tragedy's fuch damn'd grave fluff! 
But now we hope more equal judges come, 
Since Flanders fends the gen’rous warriours home. 
7M that have fought for liberty and lawr, 
Whofe valour the Gallick tyrant awet, 
Woin te afer the finking Mufes? caufe 3 
Since the fame, -, by diffrent A 
Glows Se o's and 1 rhe te 
The fame great thoughts that roufe you to the fight 
Infpire the Mufe and bid the poet write, 
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Dramatis Perfonae, _ 
: MEN. 


Covent-Garden. 

Hewarst, king of Kent, fon to Hen- 

gift the firit Saxon invader of oe} Mr. Wroughton. 

tain, 
Axninent, his brother, 7 7 to 
Orra,a Saxon prince, bP 
Seorern, firft minifter and favourite 

to the kin, fe Mr. Hull. 
Oswatp, friend to Aribert,, Mr. Robfon. 


WOMEN. 


Ropocune, a Saxon princefs, fifter to " 
Offa, betrothed to the king, Mrs. Ward. 
Ernexinpa, a Britih lady, privately 4 
married to Aribert, Mn. Hartley, 


Prisfts, Offcerty Soldiers, and other Attendants, \ 


SCENE IN KENT, about twenty years after the firft inva’ 
fion of Britain by the Saxons. 


THE ROYAL 














t ACTI. 


Scensy a palace, 


: SieydAsons and Oswarp. 


Anmerr. * 


| SUCH are, my friend, the joys our loves have known, 
So ftill to be defir’d, fo ever new, 
Nor by fruition pall’d nor chang’d by abfence. 
Whate’er the pocts dreamt of their Elyfium, 
| SOr what the faints believe of the firft paradife, 
When nature was not yet deform’d by winter, 
But one perpetual beauty crown’d the year,” 
“Buch have we found ’em ftill, ftill, “ ftill,”* the fame. 
J Ofw. Such grant, kind Heav'n! their courfe to be for 
But yet, my Prince, forgive your faithful Ofwald [ever! 
he believes you melt with too much tendernefs 5. 
Your noble heart forgets its native greatnefs, 
And finks in foftnefs when you languith thus, 
‘Thus figh and murmur but for fix days abfence. _ 
Aril.Chidenot,but thinkife’er,“*when thouwertyoung,”” 
Thou lov’dit thyfelf, how thou wert won't to judge 
Of time, of love, of abfence, and impatience. 
‘What! fix loag days, and never write nor fend! 
"Tif? Adelmar and Kenwald, faithful both, 
Cee left behind to bring me tidings from her. 
low, Ethelinda! how haft thou forgot me! 
Ofw. Perhaps I err but if the pain be fuch, 


* ‘The lines diftinguithed by inverted commas are omitted in the 
pia are and thofe psinted in Ttalicks are*the additions of 
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Why isthe fair one who alone can cafe it 
is far divided from pour longing arms? 
tter ne’er to part than thus to mourn. 
Ofwald ! is there nota fatal caufe? " 
know’it my Ethelinda. 
\ @Yw. Isa Chriftian, 
A name by Saxonsand their gods abhorr’d. e 
To me her diff’ring faith imports not much 5 
’Tis true indved bred to my cowstry’s manners 
I worfhip as my fathers did before me; 
Unpraétis’d in difputes and wrangling {chools 
T feck no farther knowledge, and fo keep 
My mind at peace, nor know the pain of doubting : 
What others think 1 judge not of too nicely" = 
But hold all honeft men are in the right# 
Arib. Then know yet more, for my whole breaft is thine, 
Ev'n all my fecret foul: I am a Chriftian, 
*Tis wonderful to tell, for ch, my Ofwald! 
1 liften'd to the charmer of my heart. 
Still as the night that fled away I fat, 
L heard her with an eloquence divine ; 
Reafon of holy and mytterions truths, i 
Of Heav'n’s molt righteous doom, of man’s injuftice, 
Of laws to curb the will and bind the paffions, 
‘Of life, and death, and immortality, 
“ Of gnafhing fiends beneath and pains eternal, 
“OF farry thrones and endlefs joys above.” 
My very foul was aw’d, was hook within me; 
Methought I heard.diftint, I faw moit plain, 
Some angel in my Ethelinda’s form 
Point out my way to everlafting happinefs. 
Ofw. ?Tis wonderful indeed! aad yet great fouls, 
By nature half divine, foar to the ftars, 
And hold a near acquaintance with the gods, 
And oh! my Prince, when I furvey thy virtue 
T own the feal of Heav’n imprinted on thee 5 
T ftand convine’d that good and holy pow’rs ? 
Infpire and take delight to dwell within thee: 
Yet crowds will itill believe and priefts will teach 
As wand'ring fancy and as int’reft lead. 
How will the King and our fierce Saxon chiefs 
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3 THE xovaL . 
Approve this bride and faith? Had royal Hengift 
“Phy father liv’d : 


rib, ’Tis on that rock we perith 
"Thoh bring’ft his dreadful image to my thoughts} " 
And now he ftands before me ftormy, fierce, 
Imperious, unrelenting, and to death 
‘Tenacious of his purpofe once refolv’d. 
Juft fuch he feems as when fevere and frowning 
He fore'd the King my brother and myfelf 
‘To kneel and {wear at Woden’s cruel altar 
Firlt never to forego our country’s gods, 
‘Then made us vow with deepeit imprecations 
IE it were either’s fortune e’er to wed 
» Never to ebufe a wife among the Chriftians. 
Ofw. Haveyeu not fail’d in both? 
Arib, Tis true | have, ‘ 
But for a caufe fo juit, fo worthy of me, 
‘That not to ’ave fail’d in both had been to’ave fail'd. 
Yes, Ofwald, by the confcious judge within 
So do I ftand acquitted to myfelf, 
‘That were my Ethelinda free from danger, 

1» peril of my life I would make known 

nd to the world avow my love and faith. 

O/w. I dare not, nay ’tis fure I cannot, blame you; 
“You are the fecret worfhip of my foul, 

* To me fo perfed that you cannot err.” 

ut oh! my Prince, let me conjure-you now 

y that moft faithful fervice [ave ftill paid you, 
By love and by the gentle Ethelinda, 

Be cautious of your danger, reit in filence. 
In holy matters Zeal may be your guide, 
And lift you on her flaming wings to heav’n, 
But here on earth truft Reafon and be fafe. 

Arib, 'Tis true the prefent angry face of things 
Begpeaks our cooleft thoughts: the Britith king, 
Ambrofius, arms and calls us forth to battle, 

emanding back the fruitful fields of Kent, 

y Vortigern to royal Hengift giv’n, 

A mean reward for all thofe Saxon lives 
Were loft in propping Britain's finking Rate. 

Ofe. The war with Britain is a diftant danger, 

Nor to be weigh’d with ourdomettick fears. 





— EROYAL > 
‘Young’ Offa, chief among our Saxon princes, 
Who rf the King’s ite friendly came 
From Northern Jutland and the banks of Elbe 
With twice ten thoufand warriours to_his.aid, L. 
Frowns on our court, complains aloud of wrongs, 
And wears a publick face of difcoutent. 

Ail, ?Tis faid he is offended that the King 





Delays to-wed his fitter. e x 
Ofw. "Twas agreed, 
’Twas made the firit condition of their friendthip, . 


And fworn with all the pomp of prieits and altars, 
‘That beauteous Rodogune thoull be onr queen, 
‘Then wherefore this delay? The time awas fix’, 
‘The feaft was bid, and mirth proclaim dfagiy + 9 
‘The crowd grew jovial with the hopes wlll pbaysy 
And each, according to our country's mmtener, 
Provok’d his fellow with a friendly bowl, 
And blefs’d the royal pair; when on the morn, 
‘The very morn that fhould have join’d their hands, 
The King forbad the rites. 

Aribs Two days are pat, 
Nor has my brother yet difclos'd the caufe. 
Laft night at parting from him he ftopt fhort, 
Then catch’d my band, and with a troubled accent, 
‘With words that {poke like fecret fhame and forrew, 
He told me he had fomething to impart, & 





ea 








And with'd that I would wait him in the morning. 
O/w. But fee, Prince Offa and his beauteous fiftert 

The King’s mott favour’d counfellor, old Seofrid, 

Is with ‘em too. 

Arib. Retire; Iwould not meet 'em; 

That prineefs, Ofwald, is eftcem’d a wonder: 

To me the fecms molt fair; and yet, methinks, 

Doft thou not mark? there is 1 Know not what 

Of fullen and fevere, of fierce and haughty, . 

‘That pleafes not but awes: I gaze aftonith’d, ) 

And fear prevents defire.—* So men tremble a 

+ When lightning thoots in glitt'ring trails along: 4 

* Tt fhines ’tis true, and gilds the gloomy night, 

4 But where it lrikes ’tis fatal.” [Exeunt drib. and Ofeo. 
Enter Orrs, Ronocuxt, Srorarp, and Attendants, 
Of. By Woden no! 1 will not think he meant it; 
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. ROTAL CONYE) 

Revenge had elfe been fwift—So high I hold ~ 
"The honour of a foldier and a ig 

I won’t think your matter meant to wrong me, 
Let Rim beware however—jealous friendihip 
And beauty’s tender fame can brook no fights. 

What in a foe [ pardon or defpife 
« Is decdly from a friend, and fo té be repaid. 
P  Seof. Whatever fame or ancient ftory tells 

Of bragher’s love or celebrated friends, 

Whote faith in perils oft’ and oft’ in death 
) Severslphad:bees try'd and never broke, 

Such fis the geettsdvel fuch the grateful mind 
alftcogifh to the princely Offa. 

af iqpuincels: (To Rodogune.] frown if wars and 
ees hn C eguste.| 

| coumeily aud if cares, which wait 

On the nuirtiug fathers of their people, 

‘Withhold a while (he monarch from your arms. 

Rod. Whied Geece Ambrofius leads the Britons forth, 
‘Thunders in arms and thakes the duily field, 

t fuits thy wary mafter’s caution well 

‘fit with dreaming hoary heads at council, 

nd waite the midnight taper in debates ; 

jut let him fill be wife, confult his fafety, 
{And trouble me no more. Does he fend thee 
Ge tales of dull refpect and faint excufes 5 











ell hins he might have fpar’d the formal meffage 
will fome kind friend had told him how I languith'd, 

How like a turtle I bemoan’d his abfence. 

Seof. Pardon, fair Excellence! if falt’ring age 

Profanes the paffion I was bid to paint, 

‘And drops the tale imperfect from my tongue. 

But lovers belt can plead their caufe themlelves;  e 

And {ee yourflave the King, my'malter, comes 

To gnove your gentle heart with faithful vows, 

And pay his humble homage at your feet, 

Enter the KixG, Guards, and other Atiendants, 

King. But that I truft not to that babbler Fame, 
« Who carelefs of the majefty of kin, > 

Scatters lewd lies among thicaenh and wins 

‘The eafy idiots to belicve in monfters, 
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Day THE ROYAL tele me 
I fhould have much to charge you with my brother: 
I fand accus’d— 
“Of. How Sit! * 
King. So {peaks reporty 
As wanting to my honour and my friend; 
By you I ftand aceus'd. 
of Now by our frien3hip, . 
If that be yet an oath, refolve me Hengift 
‘Whence are thefe dotbts between us, whence this coldnefs? 
Say, thou who know'h, what fadden fecret thought 
«Has ftepp'd between and dafh'd the publick joy. 
‘Thou call'ft me Brother ; wherefore wait the priefts, \ 
And fuffer Hymen’s ioly fires to languith? 
What hinders but that now the rites begin, @ "= 
‘That now we lofe all thoughts of palt affffeafure, 
And in the templs tie the facred knot 
Of love and friendthip to*endure for ever? 
Xing. What hinders it indeed but that which makes 
‘This medley war within, but that which caufes 
This ficknefs of the foul, and weighs her down 
With more than mortal cares? fo 
Of. What thal I call 
‘This fecret gloomy grief that hides its head 
And loves to lurk in thades? Have royal minds 
Such thoughts as fhun the day ? 


i 


Flap, Urge me ne farther, \ 
“But like a friend be willing not to know F 
‘What'to reveal would give thy frend a paits 
Be fil the partner of my heart, and thare \ 


Tn arms and glory with me; but oh ! leave, 

Leave me alone to ttruggle thro’ one thought, 

One fecret anxious pang, that jars within me, 

‘That makes me a& a madman’s part before thee, 

And talk confufion—If thou art my friend 

Thou haft heard me, and be fatisfy'd—if not, 

Lhave too much defcended from myfelf 5 

‘To make the mean requeft—But reft we here. y 

To you, fair princefs-—— fi 
Rod, No!—there needs no more, 

For I would fpare thee the unready tale. 

Know, faithlefs King! I give thee back thy vows, 

Aad bid thee fin fecue, be fafely perjur’d, 


Aa. 
Since if our gods behold thee with my eyes 
‘Their thunder fhali be kept for nobler vengeance, 
And what they {corn like me they shall forgive. 
King. When anger lightens 10 the fair one’s eyes 
Lowly we bow as to oflended Heav’a, 
With blind obedience and {ubmitlive worfhip, 
” Nor with too curious boldaefs raihly reafon 
? © Of what is juit or unjuft; fuch high pow’r , 
Is to itfelf a rule and cannot err: 
“ Yet this may be permitted me to fpeak,”” 
Howe'er the prefent circumitance reproach me, 
~ Yet ftill my heart avows your beauty’s pow'ry 
My eyes confefs you fair ——— 
me e’er Lam 
Is of myfelf, Byrhative worth exitting, 
Secure and independent of thy praifes, 
Nor let it feem too proud a boxtt if mifds 
By nature great are confcious of their greatnefs, 
And hold it mean to borrow ought from flatt’ry, 
.- King, You are offended Lady. 
5 Rod. Hengitt no. 
* Perhaps thou thinks’ this gen'rous indignation 
"That bludking burns upon my glowing cheek, 
id fparkles in my eyes a worman’s weakueis, 
© milice of a poor forfaken maid 
Who rails at faithjefs man”"—Miflaken Monarch !— 
‘or know e’en from the firtt my foul difdain'd thee, 
Nor am I left by thee but thou by me: 
* So was thy falfeliood to my will {ublervient, 
* And by my purpote bound. ‘I'hus man, tho’ limited 
* By Fate, may vainly think his actions frecy 
“ While all he does was at his hour of birth 
* Or by his gods or potent {tars ordain’d.”” 
Of. No more my fitter; let the gowumen talk, 
ark out right and wrong in nuify courts, 
’ ile the brave find a nearer way to juftice; 
“They hpld themfelyes the balance and the (word, 
~ And {6fer wrong from none. "Tis much beneath me 
To alk again the debt you owe to honour, 
So that be fatisfy’d we {till are friends - 
And brothers of the war: but mark me Hengiit; 
Tam not us’d to wait, and if thisday M4 
i 

















Pals unregarded as the former two 
Soon as to-morrow dawns expect me—— 
King. Where? 
Gf, ‘Armd in the field— 
Scof. to the King.) Befeech you Sir be calm, 
The valiant prince—— 
Of. Tho’ T eould with it otherwife: 
And fince the honcur of the Saxon name 
And empire here in Britain refts apon thee, 
Believe me I would ftill be found thy friend. 
[Exeunt Offe, Rocogune, oe Anda. 
King. No, I renounce that friendthips peri iio, 
Perith that name and friendihip both for ever! _ 
What are the kingdoms of the peopled 
Whaat are their purple and their crow 0 
Tf I am curs'd within, and want that peace 
Which ev'ry flave enjoys? 
y royal mailer, 
It racks my aged heart to fee you rhmme 
But oh! what what counfel, can I bring you, © 
When all yon’ caflera down, ev'n to the forge ' 
‘That bellowing beats on Dover's chalky cliff, % 
With crefted helmets thick embattled thines? 
With thefe your friends what are you but the greateft? 
With thefe your foes—Oh! let me lofe that thought, | 
And rather think I fee you Britain's king, 
‘Ambrofius vanquith’d,-and the fartheft Bias 
itted to your fway, tho’ the fame feene 
‘to my view the haughty Rodogune 
on your throne and partner of your bed. 
King. What! thould I barter beauty for ambition, 
“ Yorfake my heav'n of love to reign in hell,” 
Tike a domeltick Fury to my breatt, 
And never know one minute’s peace again? 
Statelman, thou reafon'tt ill: hy mighty Thor, 
Who wields the thunder, I will rather chufe 
‘To meet their fury, Let ’em come together 
Young Offa and Ambrofius: tho’ my date 
OF mortal life be thort it thall be glorious; 
Each minute hall be rich in fome great aétion, 
To fpeak the king, the hero, and the lover. 
Seof. * The hero and the king are glorious names 
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« But oh, my matter! wherefore is the lover?” 
on honour's name remember what you are, 
q pBreak from the bondage of this fecble paflion, 
“And urge your way to glory ; leave with feorn 
$ Unmanly pleafures to uarsauly minds, 
) Aud thro’ the rough the thorny paths of danger 
\) Alpire to virtue and immortal greatwels. 
“King, Hence with thy hungry, duil, untimely, morals, 
© The fond deluding fophillry of tehouls! 
* Who would be great but to be happy tow? 
*-S.ad yer fuch idiots are we ta exchange 
gos and pleafare for the trifle glory.” 
' te the monarch mighty, rich, and gre 
PV ite bumie common vitin of the late, 
* Dota fe groWew 1 in cares, to walle his blood, 
‘Angie Be wren hed for the publick good? 
* Sd'by the pends che nobleit of the kind 
© foto atone the angry godu defign’d, 
“ And while the meaner fort froin death are freed } 








“ The mighty bull that wont the herd to lead 
| “Isdoom'd for fatal excellence to bleed.” [Excunt, 





———————— 
ACT IIL 
Enter the Kix and Storay. 


Kins. 
No more of thefe unneceffary doubts; 
Thy cold thy cautious age is vainly araious, 
Thy fears are inaufpicious to my courage, 
And chill the native ardour of my foul. 
} "his fullen elondy fey thot bodes a itorm 
Shpll clear, and ev'ry danger fleet away 5 
Our Saxons hall forget the prefent difeord, : 
And urge the Britons with united armss 
| Hymen thall be aton’d, thall join two hearte 
| Agreeing; kind, aud fitted for each other, ‘ 
And Aribert fhall he the pledge of peace. 
Seaf. Propitious god of Love! incline hisheart 
| «To melt be! ee yee pore kee. 
l ? i 
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+ To thare the burden which the bears with thee s 









4 Thou that delight'@ in ernel wantonnefs. 
To join unequal necks beneath thy yokes 
“ For orice be gentle, and infpire both hearts) © 
With mutual flames, that each may burn alike: 4 
« Oft’ haft thou ruin'd kingdoms, fave one now, 4 
* And thofe who cnrs’d thee, : ® 
+ Parfimonious Age 
“ And rigid Wifdom, fhall raife altars to thee!” 
Enter Aniwent. 

King. But fee, be comes, “and brings our withes with 
Oh Aribert! my foul has long defir'd thee, ©” [hhim."* 
Hasiwaited long for thy relief, and wanted 





‘And give thee half Ker forrows. = 
Arib. Give me qs 

Ey'n all the pain you feel, and let my treth 

Be greatly try’d; let there be much to faffer, 
‘0 prove how much my willing heart can bear 

‘To eafe my king, my brother, and my friend. 
King. 1 know thee ever gentle in thy nature, 

“ Yielding and kind, and tender in thy friendthip,” 

And therefore all my hope of peace dwells with thee 

For ob! my heart has labour'd long with pais, 

" Thave endur'd the rage of fecret grief, 

“A malady that burnsand rankles inward,” 

And wanted fuch a hand as thine to heal me. 

_ Avil, Speak it, nor wound the foftaels of my fout 

With thete obfcure complainings: fpeak my Lord. 
King. Firft then, this fatal marriage is my cure; 

This galling yoke to which my neck is doom’d, 

This bride—the is my plagme—the haunts my dreams, 

Invades the fofter filent hour of reft, J 

And breaks the balmy flumber: night grows tedious,. 

She feems to lag and hang her fable wings, < 

Aid yet U dread the dawning of the morn,. 

Asif fome {creaming fprite had thriek’d, and eall’d, 





Hengitt, arife, to-morrow is thy lat. 4 
__ rib. A thouland {peaking griefs are imyour eyes 
io tal the rack within read ic plata > 


But oh, my-King! what prophet could have dreamt ~ 
‘A turn like thie, that beauty hould dettroy, he ch 
Andlove which thould bave blefs’d you curfe you moft 2» 





the cheerfill voice of 
And reafon's dearelt privilege, iswanting? » y 
‘What cruel laws impofe a bride or bridegroom” - 
On any brute but man? Obferve the bealts, 
And mark the feapher'd kind; does not the turtle, 
When Venus and the coming pring i incite him, 
© Chofe out his mate himfelf, and love her moft, 
Becaufe he likes her beit? but kings muft wed 
eee on the hard condition of-their royalty!) 
Phat fordid flaves may toil and eat in peace. 
rib. "Vis hard indeed !—Would the had never come, 
y This — 
80 would I—but now 
ve Cae ‘Ay, bow, Whatremedy, 
torefufe the Saxon Offa’s filer 
Sua foake your throne, and make the’name of Hengift 
‘The famous the victorious name of Hengitt, 
Grow vile and mean in Britain? 
King. Yes, my brother, 
‘There is a remedy, and only one. 
This proud imperious fair, whofe haughty foul 
Difdains the humble monarchs of the earth, 
© Who foars elate, affeéts to tread the gars, 
* And {corns to mingle but with thofe above,” 
Ey'n fhe, with all that majefty and beauty, 
“ The proudeft and the fairett of her fex,”” 
She has the paffions of a very woman, . 
And dotes on thee my Aribert, 
Arib, On me!— 
What means my Lord? aera 2 
King. ’Tis true, 
Astrucas that my happinels depends 
Upon her love to thee. My Seofrid 
as pierc’d intoher very imo heart 
Affd found thee reigning ~ 4 
rib. Then aEsiple, is 


afer sat youdome, ut 


oe his poifon aioe 
{And with he pny 
Biwi 





sie Scart Say) Ak 
+a 


ee 

















kes 

‘ Jeyace thie malice of the thought fom furs?” 
Deranc te retion sah tebeomera?’ 
"This villain has traduc’d me.—— 


f& By the foul 

Pe scGr cor vltcrious father, royal Heagi 
* My cver gracious ever honour’d mailer! 
« Much have you wrong’d your faithful Seofrid, « 
; To think that I would kindle wrath betwixt you, 
| © Or ftriveto break yourholy bond of brotherhood! 
jam. King. “ No, Aribert, accufe him not, nor doubt 
t * His oft” his well-try’d faith; but call thy eyes 
i «Back on thyfelf, and while I hold theilmor = 

“ Survey thyfelf, the certain caufe of love; 

“© Survey thy youthful form, by nature follii et 
“ The mot uncrring pattern of her fkill, * om” 
| & «The pomp of lovelinefs the fpreads all of a 


“That charms in woman or commands i amy — Ae 
X& “ Behold—nor wonder then if crowns arefeprn’dy ~ 


N * And decks thee“lavifhly with ev'ry graee 


[Sy “And purple Majefty looks vile before thee. 
Ari. Oh! whither, whither would youlead ? and why 
« This prodigality of illtim’d praife? 
Seof. ** Weve you not all my royal maiter faid, 
“ Form’d to enthyal the hearts of the foft fex, 
Yet that fhe loves is plain from—— 
‘Arik. © Hence, thou fycophant!” 
Seof. Your pardon Sir; it has not been my office 
‘To forge a tale, or cheat your ear with flatt’ry, 
Nor have I other meaning than your fervice; 
‘But that the princefs Joves you is molt trae: 
Ema, the chief, moft favour’d of her women, 
‘The only partner of her fecret foul, 
'To me avow'd her paffion; and howe’er 
Her haughty looks refent the King’s delay, 
Yet in her heart with pleafure the applauds its. 
7 would RES tho’ hard to ie Sar re 
¢ pride, high place, and dignity, of empire; 
‘To fhare an humbler fate Sh orc BD 
~ 5 King. Why doft thou turn away? deform 






















The grace and fweetnefs of thy fimili MK 
With that ungentle frown? fies Saeed . 
‘To feethe tyrant beauty kneel before thee, & 
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Divelted of her. to thee,” 
Dhatk'd, a prize for se et roe Helen, | 
‘he great ones of the earth might ftrive in arms, ©" 
And tmpires well be loft? 
| "Arib. Are we not brothers? 
We are, and Nature form’d us here alike, 
Save that her partial hand gave all the majefty 
And greatnefs to my King, and left me rich 
Only in plainnefs, friendthip, trath, and tendernefs: 
: fonder not our paffions are the fame, 
me objeéts caufe our love and hate. 
iu cannot love this beauteous itranger, 
art like your's? 
Nome near, my brother, 
‘ean thus fondly on thy bofom 
ie my inmoft foul to thee, , 
hive dy’ry fecret forrow there. 
love, my Aribert, I dote to death ; 
‘The raging fame has touch'd my heart, my brain, 
And madnefs will énfue. 
6 oft unhap; 
" But fay, what royal mal or Saxon born 
Orin the Britith court, what fatal beauty, 
Can rival Rodogune’s imperial charms? 
a s alla tale of wonder, 'tis a riddle. 
hrone, and royal as am, 
T okey a flave's confent to make me happy: 
‘Nay more, poffefs'd of her I love, or Love, 
Or fome divinity more ftrong than Love, 
Forbids my blifs, norhave I yet enjoy’d her. 
‘Tho’ L have taught my haughty heart to bow, 
‘Tho’ lowly as the is, of birth obfcure, 
And of a race unknown, I oft’ have offer’d 
To raife herto my throne, make her my queen, 
Yeu ttilhher colder heart denies my fuity 
sort ing fill the anfwers ’tis in vain. r 
nb Me ecto alland dark! yer fuch is Love, 
a Trek ee cet hte Becat sempire 5 
wanton boy delights to bend the mighty, 
fcoffs at the vain wifdom of the wife. 


Sereeeimea r 








ct ra koa Bonvkad, 
“The charmer of my.cyes, my heart’s dear hope, 
Remains, at once my captive and my queen! 

‘Arib, Ha! in your palace! here!——— 

King. Ev’n here, my brother; ‘ ; 
But thou, thou fhalt behold her, for to thee, Oo 
As to my other felf, I truft. The cares 
Of courts and tyrant bus’nefs draw me hence, . 

But Scofrid thall tay, and to thy eyes . 

, [The King figns to Seofrid, ewho goes outs 
Difclofe the fecret treafure. Oh my Aribert! 

‘Thou wot not wonder what diltraéts my peace < 4 
‘When thou behold'ft thofe eyes. Pity thy brother, 

‘And from the beach lend him thy friendly x 
Left while conflicting with a fea of forrows 

The proud waves overbear him and be perith. 

Arib, Judge mg, jult Heav'a! and you, my royal bros 
If my own life be dear to me as your's. (ther, 
Alltbat my fcanty pow’r can give is your's: 

IfT am citcumfcrib'd by Fate, oh pity me 
That I can do no more! for oh my King! 

' Lwould be worthy of a brother's name, 
‘Would keep up all my int’reft in your heart, 
‘That when I kneel before you, (as it foon 
May happen that I thall) when I fall proftsate, 
And doubtfully and Eerie afk a boon, 
The greateft you can give or I ean alk, 

I may find fayour in that day before you, 
And blefs a brother's love that bids me live, 

King. Talk not of afking, but command my porv'r. 
By Thor, the greateft of our Saxon gods, 

I fwear the day that fees thee join’d to Radogune 

Shall fee thee crown'd, and partuer of my throne. 

‘Whate'er our arms fhall conquer more in Britain 

‘Thine be the pow'r and mine but half the name. 

With joy to thee, my Aribert, Eyield» © 

‘The wreathes and trophies of the duity field, 

‘To thee I leave this nobleft ifle to fway, 

And teach the flubborn Britonsito obey, 

While from my cares to Beauty I retreat, ~ . 

Drink deep the lyfcious banquet, and forget 

‘That crowns are glorious or that kings are great. 4 
[Bsie King. 
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* Arib. © Ob, fatal love !——curft inaufpicions flame!» 
+ Thy baleful fires blaze o’er us like a comet, s 
1 And threaten difeord, defolation, rage, i 
# < An8 moft malignant mifchief.”"—Lov'd by Rodogune! 
+ What I!—mutt I wed Rodogune!—Oh mifery!—— 
* Fantaitick cruelty of hoodwink’d Chance!” 
ig Ther? is no end of thought——the labyrinth winds, 
¥ And I am loft for ever——Ob! where now, 
Where is my Ethelinda now!. that dear one 
‘That gently us’d to breathe the founds of peace, 
iP Gently as dews defcend or flumbers ercep,” 
‘That.us’d to brood o’er my tempeftuous foul 


“€.And bulh me toacalm? 
Enter Seorwsp and Eruevinda. 
Gf: Thus fill to weep 
Ts to accufe my royal mafter’s truth: 
He loves you with the bell the nobleft meaning, 
BL eer 
* Ethel. cep, oh! keep him in that thought, 
And fave me from pollction. Ceacke 
« All miferies befide, each kind of forrow, 
+ And prove me with variety of pains, 
** Whips, racks, and flames,” for I was born to fuffery 
‘And when the meafure of my woes is full, 
‘That Puw’r in whom I truit will fet me free. 
™ Arid. Tt cannot be—no, ’tis illufion all; [Seeing hers 
Some mimick fantom wears the lovely forms 
Has learn’d the mufick of her voice to mock me, 
To ftrike me dead with wonder and with fear. 
Ethel. And do I fee thee then, my Lord! my Aribert? 
What! once more hold thee ia my trembling arms! 
Here let my days and here my forrows end : 
Thave enough of life. 
Seof. Hat. what isthis! 
“¢ Tyat marke a little farther.” 
Ethel. Keep me here, : 
Oh! bind me to thy breaft, and hold mefaft, ~ 
. For if-we part orice more twill be for ever. 
Td js not to be told what ruin follows, 
\(’ Tis more than'death, ’tis all that we can fear, 
/ And we thall never never meet again. 
Ari. Then here, thus folded in each other’s arms, 
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ferve the facred bor inviolable 


| {Which Heav’a and Love ordain’dito lait for ; 


But ’tis in vain, ’tis torn, *tis broke already, 
** And envious Hell, with its more potent malice, 
4 Has ruin'danddeform'd the beautcous work of Heav'h 
Elfe wherefore art thou here? tell me at once, 
And {trike me to the heart———But i 
Tread thy wrongs——I read the horrid in 
Seof. © Ha! inectt faid he? inceft”—— 
Ethel, Ob! forbear 
The dreadful impious found ; I thake with 
‘To hear it nam'd. Guard me thou gracious 
‘Thou that haft been my fure defence till 
Guard me from hgll; aud:the'its black: tines 
Arib, Yed, yeeelehial boll, ye faints and angels, 
She is your care, you minifters of goodnefs! 
For this bad world is leagu’d with hell pees 
And only you can fave her.——I myfel [Te Ethd, 
Ev'n I, am {worn thy foe; I have undone thee; 
My fondnels now betrays thee to deftruction, 
Ethel, Then all is bad indeed, 
rib. Thou feett it not: 
‘My heedlefs tongue has talk’d away thy life 5 
And mark the minifter of both our fates, . 
[Pointing 40 Scofridh 
Mark with what joy he hugs the dear difeov'ry, 
And thanks my folly for the fatal fecret: ‘i 
«Mark how already in his working brain 
“ He forms the wellsconcerted fcheme of mifchief: 
#1? Tis fix'd, "tis done, and both are doom’d to death'=— 
“And yet there isa paule——If graves are filenty 
And the dead wake not to moleft.the livi 
Be death thy portion—die, and with thee. 
‘The knowledge of our loves, 
Seri mid iy Sard bag ety)o wild the 
Hipster Oect sand holds it to Penteethe 
Bh iM neeeen fake thy hand! 
aa ger 
: [Holding bis band. 
pee sitegw == Lavrblbeet it qi" dikes 





if not thy innocence with guilulefs blood. 


What would thy rafh thy frantick rage intend? 
ip, Thy falety and my own 
EBcl. Trult em to Heav’n. 
(Be? Seof. Has then my hoary head deferv’d no better 
| ‘Phan to behold ry royal matter’s fon 
Lift bp his armed hand againft my life? 
Oh Prince! oh! wherefore burn your eyes? and why, _ 
Why is your fweeteft temper turn’d to fury? . 
irik: Oh thouhaltfeen and heard and knowntoomuelt, 
P FAGe ppl into the feeret of my heart, : 
And found the certain means of my undoing. 
© aap. & Whereis the merit of my former hfe, 
'd experience of my faithful years? 
they forgot, and can I be that villain? 
i. * Thou wert my father’s old his faithful fervant.” 









Sef, Now by thy life, our empire’s other hope, 
‘Oh, royal youth! I fwear my heart bleeds for thee; 
Nor can this objeét of thy fond defire, 

‘This lovely weeping fair, be dearer to thee 
. Than thon art to thy faithful Seofrid. 
I faw thy love, I heard thy tender forrows, 
With fomewhat like an anxious father’s pity, 
‘With cares, and with a thoufand fears for thee. 
Arib. * What!” is it poffible! 
= Seof. Of all the names. 
Religion knows point the moft facred out, 
‘And let me fwear by that. 
Arib. I would believe thee. * 
Forgive the madnefs of my firkt defpair. 
[Letting fall his fuoords® 
, And if thou haft compaflion fhew it now; 
Be now that friend, be now that father to me, 
Be now that guardian angel, which I want; 
Hay pity on my youth, and fave my love. 
Scof. Firlt then, to Se een ita of paffion 
‘That hurry you from reafon; reft affur’ 
(The feeret of your love lives with re 
"The dangers are not {mall that feem to threaten you, 
(Yer you truft you'to yourold man’s care 
‘1 durft be bold to warrant yet your fafety. 
 Arib, “ Beshape the rling band of Heav'n isin ity 






| And working thus unfeen by fecond, 
*  Ordains thee for its inftrument of, 
| "Tome and to my love.” Then be it fo, 


Ttruft thee with my life; but ob! yet more, e 

* T truft thee with a treafure that tranfcends ( 
* “ To infinite degrees the life of Aribert ;”” 

I truft thee with the partner of my foul, « 


My wife, the kindeft, deareit, and the trueft, 

! That ever wore the name, 

Scof. Now bleflings on you— 
May peace of mind and mutual joys attend 
"To crown your fair affeétions! may the forrows 
‘That now lit heavy on you pals away, 
And a long train of fmiling years facceed 
To pay you for the pait! Yei let me afk, 
For wonder fill pogejes all my mindy 
Whence and how grew your loves ? 
rib. It was my chance, 

On that diftinguith’d day when valiant Flavian, 
A name renown’d among the Britith chiefs, 
Fell by the fwords of our victorious Saxons, 
To reeves this his daughter from the violence 
Of the fierce foldier’s rage. ** Nor need I tell thee, 
“ For thou thyfelf behold’ft her, that I lov'd her, 
« Lov'd her, and was belov’d.” Our meeting hearts 
Confented foon, and marriage made us one. 
Her holy faith and Chrittian erofs, oppos'd 
Againt the Saxon gods, join’d with the memory 
Of the dread king my father’s fierce command, 
Urg’d me to feek my Etlielinda’s fafety, 

* And hide her from the world. Juft to my with, 
Bencath the-friendly covert of a wood, 
Clofe by whofe fide the filver Medway ran, 
I found a little pleafant lonely cottage, 
A manfion fit forInnocence and Love, . 
Had but a ynard of angels dwelt around it 
"To keep off Violence—but fore’d from thence— 
By whom betray*d—why 1 behold her here— 





There Law lo— “4 
| _ Ethel, There my fad part begins. 
Tt was the fecond morn fince thou badf left me 4 


When thro’ the wood I took my ufual way 


feek the coolnefs of the wellfj fhade “ 
“That overlouks the-flood. On a fear branch ’ 
Low bending to the bank I fat me down, 
 Muffog and itills my hand fuftain’d my head, 
2 Pty eyes were fix'’d upon the pafling ftream, 
+ And all my thoughts were bent on heay’n and thee, 
> Wheh fudden thro’ the woods a bounding flag 
Rufh’d headlong down and plung’d amidit the river; 
Nor far behind, upon a foaming horfe, 
. There followed hard a man of royal port 
T rofe, and would have fought the thicker wood, 
¢_ But while I hnery’d on my hatly aight 
M fs feet deceiv'd me, and I fell: 
. leaping from his horfe he raix'd me up. « 
‘4 ‘d and troubled at the fudden chance 
* [ begg’d he would permit me to retire, 
« But he with furious wild diforder’d looks,” 
With eyes and glowing vifageflathing lame, 
 Swore ’t was impoflible ; he never would, 
« He could not leave mes with ten thoufand ravings, 
. © The diétates of his loofer rage. At length” 
He feiz’d my trembling hand; I fhriek’d and call'd 
‘To Heav’n for aid, when in a lucklefs hour 
Your faithful fervants, Adelmarand Kenwald, 
Came up, and loft their lives in my defence. « 
= Aril. Where will the horrour of thy tale have end?" 
Ethel. The furious King, (for fuch I found he was) 
By three Pe AY bore me away, 
, Refiftlefs, dying, fenielefs with my fears. 
Since then, a wretched captive, I deplore 
Our common woes, for mine I know are thine. 
. Arib. “ Witnefs the forrows of the prefent houry 
“ The fears that rend ev'n now my lab’ring heart, 
For thee and formyfelf. And yet, alas! 
What are the prefent ills compar’d to thofe 
“« That yet remain behind for beth te fuffer? 
« Think where thy helplefs innocence is lodg’d 
hay the rage of lawiels pow’r and burning Tall 
* Are bent om thice; ’tis hell’s important caufe, 
“ And all its blackeft fiends are arm’d againft thee, 
Ethel. Vis terribled my fears are mighty on me, 
“ And all the coward woman trembles in me. 
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“ But oh! when and neverfailing faith 
« Revivemy inten ioe, soe or one 
* Upto yon’ azure fky and burning lights 
sc Mechishe ead ny aly wreath Ceres 0 
“ Methinks I fee the warlike hoit of heav’n 
Radiant in glitt’ring arms and beamy gold, 
« The great angelick pow’rs, go forth by bane © 
« To fuccour truth and innocence below 
“ Hell trembles at the fight, and hides its head 
“Tn utmoft darknefs, while on earth each heart t 
“ Like mine is fill’d with peace and joy unutterable.” 
Seof. Whatever gods there be their care you are; 
Nor let your gentle breaft harbour one =e 
Of outrage from the King: his noble nature, 
Mag? witty tho! Reiee; nad prone to fadden palhgg 
Js juft and gentle when the torrent rage 
Ebbs out and cooler reefon comes again. 
Should he, (which all ye holy pow’rs avert !) 
Urg’d by his love, ruth on to impious force, 
If fhould happen, in that lait extreme 
On peril of my life I will affift you, 
And you (hall find your fafety in your flight. 
Arib. Oli! guard her innocence; let all thy cafe 
Be watchful to preferve her from difhonour. 
_Seof. Reft on my diligence and caution fafee 
Ere twice the ruler of the day return 
To gild the chalky cliffs on Britain’s horé™ 
Some favourable moment fhall be found 
To move the: King your royal brother’s heart 
With the fad tender ftory of your loves. 
‘Till then be cheer’d, and hide your inward forrows * 
‘With welldiffembled neceffary {miles ; 
Let the King read compliance in your looks, 
‘A free and ready yielding to his withes. 
At prefent to prevent his doubts ’twere fit ~ . 
That you fhould take.a hafty leave and part. 
Ethel. What! mut we part? 
Seof. But for a few thort hours, Se 
‘That you may meet in joy and part no.more. 
Arib, Oh, fatal found! oh, grief unknown till now! 
While thou art prefent my fad heart feems lighters 
I gaze and gather comfort from thy beauty; 






















ick'fing fpirit, 
she y dying lamp of ite ts 
when thou are gone, and my fond eyes 
eck thee all around, but feek in vain, 
¢ pow'r, what angel, hall fupply thy place, 
gip me to fupport my forrows then, 
ve my foul from death 2” 
. My life! my Lord! 
MR ould my heart fay to thee!——but no more—— 
Oh! lift thy eyes up to that holy Pow'r 
‘Whofe wondrous truths and majelty divine 
Thy Ethelinda taught thee firlt to know, 
‘There fix thy faith and triumph o'er the world; 
0 help or who can fave befides? 
not the deep grow calm and the rude north 
Be huth'd at his command? thro’ all hig works 
Docs not his fervant Nature hear his voice, 
Hear and obey then what is impious man 
That we fhould fear him when Heav'n owns our caufe? 
That Heay'n hall make my Ariberwits care, 
Shall to thy groans and fighings lend an ear,” 
And fave thee in the moment of defpair. 
rib, Oh! thou hait touch’d me with the facred iene 
And my cold heart is kindled at thy fame; 
* An active hope grows bufy in my breaft, 
* And fomething tells me we thall both be bleft.” 
Like thine my eyes the flarry thrones purfue, 
‘And beay'n difclos'd ftands open to my views 
And fee the guardian angels of the good ° 
Recliaing fete oa many a golden cloud, 
‘To earth they feem their gentle heads to bow, 
And pity what we fuffer here below; 
“ But oh! to thee, thee moit they feem to turn, 
« Joy in thy joys, and for thy forrows mourn ;’ 
‘Thge, oh my love! their commoui care they make, 
Me to their kind proteétion tuo they take, 
And fave me for my Ethelinda’s fake, 
casts Scofridand Ethelinda at one door, Aribert at the re 
Ciij 









Enter Stornip, 


Seoraip, 

"W uaz is the boafted majefty of kings, 
Their godlike greatnels, if their fate depend 
Upon that meanctt of their paffions, love? 
‘The pile their warlike fathers toil'd to raife, 
That noble monument of deathlefs fame, 
A woman's hand o’erturns, * The cedar thisy 
“ That lifted his afpiring head to heav’n, 4 
“ Secure, and fearlefs of the founding axe. *) 
“ Ts made the prey of worms; his root deo Te 
« He finks at once to earth, the mightyru 7 
“ And triumph ofe wretched infeét’s pow" . 
Is there a remedy in human wifdom ; 
My mind has left unfought to help this ewil? = 
I would preferve ‘em both the royal brothers 
But if their Fates or@ain that one muft fall 
‘Then let my maiter itand. This Chriftian womun—— 
Ay, there the mifchief comes!— What are our gods 
* That they permit her to defy their pow'r? 
“ But that’s not much ; let their priefts look to thet. 
* Were fhe but well remov'd™- But then the King— 
‘Why abfence, bus’nefs, or another face, ‘ 
A thoufand things may cure hin—Would 'twere donc, 
“ And my head fafe——That! let me look to that"—— 
Bot fee, the hufband comes !—Ha!—not ill thought 
Tt thal] be try’d at leat. 

- Enter Anrsert. 

rib. Still to this place 

My heart inclines, ftill hither turn my eyes, 
Hither my feet unbidden find their way. 
ot Like a-fond mother from Ner dying babe 4 
“ Fore’d by officious friends’ and fervants’ care, 
“ I linger at the door, and wifh to know, 
“ Yet dread to hear the fate of what I love.” Sr 
Oh Seofrid! doft thou not wonder much, y 
‘And pity my weak temper, when thou feeft me> 
‘Thus in a moment chang’d from hot to cold, 
My attive fancy glowing now with hopes, 






























on thus drooping, death in my pale vi 7 
heart and my chill veins all rbace = defpnir? 
of. 1 bear an equal portion of your forrows; 

ur fears too all are mine; and oh! my Prince, 

uld partake your hopes, but my cold age, 

to fear the worft— 

it doft thou fear? 

Nay, nothing worfe than what we both have 

How! nothing !—fpeak thy fear. [fear'de 

‘Seof.  Why—nothing now” — 

The King!—* that’sall."” 
arib, "The King oh, that’s too much!" 
And yer—yet there is more ; I read it plain 
0; fullen vifage—* like a ftorm 
“haa gethers black upon the frowning fky 
Sad gevspbles in the wind—But let it come, 
Let the whole tempeft burft upon thy head, 
Peer the fierce lightning blaft, the thunder rive me;” 
And oh! ’tis fure the fear of what may come 
Docs far franfeend the pain. 
Seof. You fear too foon, 

"And fancy drives you much too freely on. 
I do not fay that what may happen will ; 
Chance often mocks what wifely we forefee: 

“ Befides, the ruling gods are over all, 
“ And order as they pleafe their world below.” 
The King ’tis true is noble—but impetuous; 
“ And love, or call it by the coarfer name, 
“« Luft, is of all the frailties of our nature 
}: What moft we ought to fear; the headitrong beast 





“ Rushes along impatient for the courfe, 
“ Nor hears the rider’s call nor feels the rein.” 
Ari. What wouldit thou have me think ? 
Seof. Think of the wortt, 
‘Ygur better fortune will arrive more welcome. 
‘To fpeak then with that opennefs of heart 
‘That thould deferve your truft, I have my fears: 
if at fome dead hour of night the King 
"Intend a vifit to your weeping princels? 
rib. ce 1 f re 3 
Seof. “ He may go, ’tis true, with a fair purpofe.” 
Acq bets dveny hoabe x , 
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32 _ TRE re 
_ Her beating heart juft tir’d and gone to reft : 
+“ Methinks 1 fee her on her couch repos'd, 

« The lovely, helplets, fweet, unguarded, innocence | 

With gentle heavings rife her {nowy breaits, & 

“ Soft fteals the balmy breath, the rofy hew 

“Glows on her cheek, a deep vermilion die: 

«Her dewy lip, while Peace and fimiling Joy 

« Sit hufh’d and filent on‘the fleeping fair3” 

‘Then think what thoughts invade the gazing 

Catch’d with the fudden fame at once he burns, 

At once he flies refiftlefs on his prey : 

Waking the ftarts diftracted with the fright, 

To Aribert’s lov'd’name in vain the Hie v 

! Shricking fhe calls her abfent lord in v: = are 
The King poffefs'd of all his furious will— ~ 
rib, Vivit fink the tyrant-ravifher to hell ! 
Seize him ye Fiends!—firft perith thou and 1! 
Let us not live to hear of fo much horrour: 
The curfed deed will turn me favage wild, 
* Blot ev'ry thought of nature from my foal. * 
“ A brother |—I will ruth and tear his breaft, 
* Be drunk with gufhing blood,” and glut my vengeance 
With his incefluous heart. 

Seof. Tt is but juit 
You fhould be mov'd, for fure the thought is dreadful. 

But keep this {welling indignation down, 
‘And let your cooler reafon now prevail, 
‘That may perhaps find out fome means of fafety. 

Aris, Valk’ thou of fafety !—we may talk of heav'm, 
May gaze with rapture on yon’ ftarry regions, 
But who hall Jend us wings to reach their height? 
Impofiible! — 

Seof. There is a way yet left, 

And only one. 

Ari. Ha! fpeak— 

Seof. Her fudden fight. 

Aril. Oh! by what friendly means? be fwift to anfwer, 
Nor waite the precious minutes with delay. ae 

Seof. The King, now abfent from the palace, feems 
To yiclda ae occafion for your withes: <4 
A private poftern opens to my gardens 
‘Thro’ witich the beautcous captive might remove, , _ 








TTT. ‘THE ROYAL CONVERT. ‘ * 
Tif night and a difguife thall farther aid her 
y with fafety to the Britons’ camp. 
‘true, one danger I might well object— 
14b. Oh! do not, do not blak the fpringing hopes 
yy kind hand has planted in my foul: 
danger turn it all on me; 
i" Let SY pteoted head- 
Sea, *©)y—* 2tis not much ;”” 
Fit Why life, and-l will gladly give it 
To buy your peace of mind. 
Arid, Alas! what mean’ft thou? 
Suef. Does it not follow plain? thall not the King 
€ posal his rage upon this hoary head? 
. sof Marts of cruelty be try’d 
‘9 Cos Set tortuges equal to my falfehood? 
4 Tringine you behold me bound and {gourg’d, 
* My aged mofeles harrow’d up with whips, 
Or hear me groaning om the rending rack, 
*| Geowining and fereaming with the fharpett fenfe 
“ Of piercing pain, or fee me gath’d with knives, 
. And fear’d with burning fteel, till the feorch’d marrow 
“ Fries in thebones and fhrinking finews ftart, 
«A fmeary foam works o’er my grinding jaws, 
‘And utmoft anguith fhakes my lab'ring frame” 
For thus it muft be. 
© Arie Oh, my friend! my father! 
“Tt muft not be, it never can, it tha’ not.” 
Wouldit thou be kind and fave my Ethelinda, 
Leave me to anfwer all my brother’s fury: 
‘he crime, the falfehood, fhall be all my own. 
Seof. Jult to my with. ‘Afides 
A Thou halt accufe me to him: se 
Thou know’ft his own admittance gave me entrances 
Swear that 1 ftole her, that I fore’d her from thee; 
Frage with thy utmoft {kill fome artful tale, 
And I'll avow it all. 
Scof. Then have you thought 
b Upait'the danger Sir? 
oe Arib. Ob! is none, 
Can be no danger while my love is fafe. 
Seof. Methinks indeed it leffens to my views 
‘When the firft violence of rage is over 
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. ° 
a - THE ROYAL CONVERT. 
i¢ fondnefs of a brother will return, 
And plead your caufe with Nature in his heart; 
» You will, you muft be fafe; and yet ’tis hard, 

And grieves me much I fhould accnfe you to him, * 
| Arik, "Tin that mutt cover the defign. But fly, 
 Lofe not a minute’s time ;” 

Hatte to remove her frym this curfed place 5 
My faithful Ofwald thall at night attendthee, 
And help to guard her to the Britith camp; 
“ Thou know’tt that is not far. 
Seof. * Too near I know it.?” [Afide, 
* drib. She has a brother there, the noble Lucius, 
A gallant youth, and dear to brave Ambrofiugy 
Toh care refign thy beauteous charge. “®™y_ 
Seof. 'Vhis initant Tobey you. [Going. 
Arib. Half my gars 
Are over now. 
Seof. One thing T bad forgot. 
It will import us much that you fhould feem 
Inclin'd to meet the love of haughty Rudoyunes 
“? Twill coft you buta little courtly flatt’ry, 
“A kind refpeétful look, join’d with a ‘igh 
*« A few foft tender words that mean juft nothing, 
“ Yet win moft womens’ hearts.’” But fee the comes: 
Conftrain your temper Sir; be fulfe, and meet her 
With her own fex’s arts. Purfue your tafk, 
And doubt uot all thall profper to your with. 














[Bsit Seofridh 
rib, She comes indeed! now where fhall Ibegin, 
How hall I teach my tongue to frame a Janguage r 


So diffrent from my heart? Oh Ethelinda! 
‘My heart was made to fit and pair with thine, , 
Simple and plain, and fraught with artlets tendernefe 
Form’d to receive one love, and only one, 
* But pleas’d and proud, and dearly fond of that, ¢ 
~ «It knows not what there can be in variety; 
* And would not if it could.” 
Enter Rovocuns. sey 
Rod. Why dol tay, 
Why linger thus within this hated place, 
Where ev'ry objeét shocks my loathing eyes, 
And calls my injur’d glory to remembrance ? 











Phe-King! the wretch! but wherefore did I name him! 
d out, my foul, in thy rich ftore of thought . 
hat more great more worthy of thyfelf, 
lg the mimick Fancy fhew its art, 
Wd paint fome pleating image to delight me}, 
Weauty mix with majefty and youth, 
 nigg yegrace be temper’d well with foftnefs, 
t Jy, Faqthe god himfelf, adorn the work, 
And 1-wiit call the charming phantom Aribert. 
Oh Venus !—whither—whither would I wander? 
Be hush’d my tongue—* Ye gods!”"—'tis he himfelf— 
(Seeing Aribert. 
Arib, When, faireft Princefs! you avoid our court, 
r= Acionély thus from the full pomp retire, 
‘Love and the Graces follow to your folitude, 
' They crowd to form the thining circle ypund you, 
And ail the train feems your’s, “ while purple Majelty, 
“© And all thofe outward fhews which we call geceinehe 
+ & Languith and droop, feem empty and forfaken, 
“ And draw the wond’ring gazer’s eyes no more. 
Rod, * The courtier’s art is meanly known in Britaia 
+ If your's prefent their fervice and their vows 
« At any fhrine but where their mafter kneels; 
«You know your brother pays not his to me, 
*¢ Nor would I that he fhould. 
&»  drib, * The hearts of kings 
“ Are plac’d, ‘tis true, beyond their fubjeds’ fearch 3 
«Yet might I judge by love's or reafon’s rules 
« Where thall my brother find on earth a beauty 
Like what I now behold ”” 
Rod. That you can flatter 
common to yourfex; you fay indeed 
‘¢ wothen love it—and perhaps we doz 
Fools that we are, we know that you deceive us, 
‘And yet, as if the fraud were pleafing to us, 
Aad owe undoing joy —till you go‘on, 
_ And fill we hear you-—But, to change the theme, 
14nd a fitter for you than my beauty —— 
her ‘rib. Then let Rabe the love of mer Hengitt. 
* Rod.TheKing,yourbrother,couldnotchufean advocate 
Whom I would fooner hear on afty fabject, 


Se - ~ 











i ly. love, than you, 
‘Tho’ you perhaps (for fome have wondrous arts) 
Could foften the harth found. The ftring that jare, 
‘When rudely touch’d, ungrateful to the fenfe, © 
With plealure feels the matter’s flying fingers, 
Swells into harmony, and charms the hearers. 
Ari. Then hear me {peak of love—— a 
exw 
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. 


oe not - his. ; Z 
rib, *Tis true I thould not grace the ftor 
Rude and unfkilful in the moving paffion, Fe! 
J thould not paint its lames with equal warmth j » 
Strength, life, and glowing colours, would be wating’, 
And languid nature fpeak the work imperfeét. 

Rad. Theo haply yet your breaft remains ustoueh 
Tho’ that feems ftrange : you’ave feen the courtof Brithing 
There, as I oft’ have heard, imperial Beauty 
Reigns in its native throne like light in heav'n,. 

While all the fair ones of the neighb’ring world 
With fecond luitre meanly feem to fhine, 
‘The faint reflestions of the glory there. 

rib, If eer my heart incline to thoughts Of lave 
Methinks I thould not (tho' perhaps Terr) 
Expect to meet the gentle paffion join’d to > he 
With pomp and greatnefs : courts may boatt of 
But Love is feldom found to dwell amongft ‘en, 

Rod. Then courts are wretched. al 

Arid, So they feem to Love: 

From pride, from wealth, from bus'nefs, and from pow's, 
Loathing he flies, and fecks the peaceful villages 

He fecks the cottage in the tufted grove 7 at 
‘The ruffet fallows and the verdant lawns, ef 

"The clear cool brook and the deep woody glade, 

Bright winter fires and fummer ev’ning fon ; 

Thefe he prefers to gilded roofs and crowns = 

Here he delights to pair the conftant fwain 

With the fweet unaffected yielding maid; 

Here is his empire, here his choice to reign, 

Here, where he dwells with Innocence and Truths 

Rod. To minds which know no better thefe 
But princes fure are born with nobler thoughts. 
Love is in them a flame that mounts to heav'ny 
And fceks its fource divine and kindred ftars; 
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Jes the walt defires of glory in him, 
makes ambition’s facred fires burn bright; 
1u, howe’er your tongue difguife your hearty 
neaner hopes than thefe. 
ib. Mine have been itill 
’d with my birth, 2 younger brother’s hopes. 
Rod." Nay more methinks | read yourfurare preatnels, 
“And like fome bard infpir'd I could forete 
* What wondrous things our gods referve for yon. > 
«« Perhaps ev’n now your better ftars axe join’d, 
«« Aufpiciows Love and Fortune now confpire 
'« At once to crown you and beftow that greatnefe 
“Which partial Nature at your birthgdeny’ 
Enter the Kine, Guards, and other Attendants. 

King. She mutt, the thall, be found, ho’ the be funk 
Deep to the centre, tho’ eternal Night 
“ Spread wide her fable wing to faade her beauties- 
* And thut me from her fight." But fay, thou traitor, 
‘Thou that haft made the name of Friendthip vile, 
find broke the bonds of duty and of nature, 
“Where halt thou hid thy theft?—" So young fo falfo— 
“ Have I not been a father to thy youth, 
“ And lov’d thee with a more than brother’s love? 
“ And am I thus repaid !""—But bring her forth, 
| ~ Orby our gods thou dy'ft. 
| Rod, What means this rage? (Afide. 
 _ Arib. Then briefly thus. You are my king and brother, 

The names which moft I reverence on earth, 
Yh fear offending moft ; yet to defend 
fy honour and my Jove from violation 
ev'ry bar refiltlefs willd ruth, 

& And in defpite of proud tyrannick pow'r 

















Seize and affert my right. 

‘eg. What, thine! thy right! 
* Riddles and tales!” ~~ 
* Arid, Mine by the deareft tie, 


By holy marriage mine: the is my wife. 
“f va Seen tortures, easy feize me! Oh,” con= 
CAfides 


"Tee thy heer Gel and thy fain a 
es mes 


But fince I know my Ethelinda fafe’ 

‘Thave but little care for what may happen: 
*"Lo-morrow may be Heav'n's——or your’s to take! 
If this day be my lait, why farewell life,” 

Lhold it well beltow’d for her I love. - 

Rod. “May forrow, thame, and ficknefs, overtakes 
* And all her beauties like my hopes be blatted. 

King. So brave! but 1 fhall find the means to 
"To make thee curfe thy folly, curfe thy love, 
“Andie the drendful pose who fg beneath ; 
Devote thy fatal bride. She is 2 Chriftian, 
Remember that fond boy, and then remember 
‘That facred vow which perjur'd as thou art 
Projtrate at Wodey’s altar, and invoking 
With folemn Runick rights our country’s gods, 
Thou mad’ft in prefence of our royal father. 

Arib. Yes, I remember well the impious oath, 
Hardly extorted from my trembling youth, 

‘When burning with mifguided zeal the king 
Compell'd my knee to bend before his gods, 
And fore'd us both to fwear to what we knew not. 

King. Now by the honours of the Saxon race, 
“A long and venerable line of heroes!” 

1 {wear thou art abandon’d, loft to honour, 

“ And fall’n from ev'ry great and godlike thought. 
“ Some whining coward prieit has wrought upon 

* And drawn thee from our brave forefathers’ faith, 
Falfe to our gods as to thy king and brother. 

Arib. "Tis much beneath my courage and my truth 
‘To borrow any mean difguife from falfehood : 
No!—tis my glory that the Chriftian light 
‘Has dawn'd, Tike day, upon'my darker mind, 
And taught my foul the nobleit ufe of reafon, 

“ Taught her to foar aloft, to fearch, to‘know, 
“ That vaft eternal fountain of her being,” 
‘Then warm with indignation to defpife 

‘The things you call our country’s gods, to fcora 
And trample on their ignominious 

King. *Vis well Sir—Impious boy !—Ye Saxon 
And thou, oh royal Hengift ! whofe dread will 
And injur'd majetty T now affert, 

Hear and be prefent to my juitice; hear me 








rr: 
Saves his devoted head. One to the priefts, (Exit a Gent. 
Bid ‘gm be {wift, and drefs their bloody altars 
“HW itev'ry circumftance of tragick pomp, 
T'SKday a royal victim bleeds upon "ems 
Rich thal] the fmoke and teeming gore afcend 
To glut the vengeance of our angry gods. 
Rod. ** At once ten thoufand racking paffions tear me, 
"And my heart heaves as it would burft my bofom.”” 
Oh! can I, can 1, hear him doum’d to death, 
Nor ftir nor breathe one fingle found to fave him? 
It won’t be—and my fierce Baughty foul, 
Whate’er the fuffers, ftill difdains to bend, 
'To fue to the “ curs’d”’ hated tyrant King, 
»Dh love! oh glory!—Wouldit thou dig thus tamely ? 
Sy [To Aribert, 
Ts life fo fmall a thing, fo mean a boon, : 
| Asis not worth the afking ?— Thou art filent ; 
Wilt thou not plead for life?”—Entreat the tyrant, 
(ana waken nature in his iron heart. 
Arib, Life has fo little in it good or pleafing, 
‘That fince it feems not worth a brother's care 
| "Tis hardly worth my afking. 
King. Seize him guards 
And bear him to his fate. 
; (Guards feine Aribert and bear bim off 
Rod. Yet, Hengift, know 
Jf thou Mhalt dare to touch his precious life, 
Know that the gods and Rodogune prepare 
| The tharpett fcourges of vindictive war: 
» Ely where thou wilt the fword thall {till purfue 
* With vengeance toa brother’s murder due: 
iv’n out from man, and mark’d for publick fcorn, 
“hy ravith’d feeptre tainly thalt thou mourn; 
‘And when at length thy wretehed life hall ceafe, 
en in the filent grave thou hop'tt for peace, 
‘Think not the grave fhall hide thy hated * 
{kill T will purfue thy eeting thade s t 
theé living and I’ plague thee dead. 


s [Exie Rod. 
Di ‘ 










King. On to the temple with him:" let her rave’ 
And prophefy ten thoufand thoufand horrours; ; 
Kesuldjein with her now, and bid 'em come 5. 

‘They fit the prefent fury of my fowl. 

“The tings of love and rage are fix’d within, 

“ And drivemeon tomadnefs. Earthquakes, whirliwi 

“A gen’ral wreck of Nature, now would pleafe me]? 

For oh! not all the driving wintry war, 

Whea'the ftorm groans and bellows from afar, 

When thro’ the gloom the glanciag lightnings fly, 7“, 
« Heavy the rattling thunders roll on high, 

* And {eas and earth mix with the dufky fky," 

Not all thofe warring elements we fear 

Are equal to the inborn tempeft here, 

Fierce ay the thoughts which mortal man control 

Whew love and rage contend and tear the lab’ring foul. 
Lxcunt. © 





ACT Iv. 


4 The Senet a temple adorned acording to te feet , 
& of theancient Saxons; in the middle are placed their three 
«principal idole Thor, Woden, and Freya, Much is ' 
heard at a diflance, at of the priefls preparing for the fa~ 
 crifice.” 

Sceng, a prifon. 
Enter Aniaret. ‘ 


Anineer, 

Aci night the bloody pricits, adreadful band! c= 
Have watch’d, intent upon their horrid rives, $ 
“ With many a dire and execrable pray’r 
* Calling the fiends beneath, the fullen demons , 

‘That dwell in darknets deep,and, focs to man, 
* Delight in recking {treams of human gore : 
“ NoWw huddled on a heap they murmur’d hoarfe, 
“And hiffing whifper’d round their myftick charmsy | 
“ And now, as if by fudden madnefs ftruck,” by 
“With fcreaming thrill they thook the vaulted roof, 5. 
* And vex’d the Gill, the filent, folemn, midnight. Se 
“Such, fure, in everlafting flames below, 





Faia poor lamenting ghofts, 4 


‘And fuch the how! Tinget the a defer, 
‘ Anon to founds of wo and magick frings 
y danc’d in wild fantaftick meafures round, 
ey ‘Tien all at once they bent their ghaftly vifages 
, and yelling thrice they cry'd out Aribert!¥ 
» Ihave'endur’d their horrours—And at length s 
Sce the night wears away, and cheerful morn, 
All fweet and frefh, fpreads from the rofy eat 5 
\ Fair nature feems reviv'd, and ev'n my heart 
Sits light and jocund at the day's return, 
And fearlefs waits an end of all its fufferings. 
Enter one of the Guards, be delivers a letter to Aribert. 
Guard. From Ofwald this, on peril of my life, 
Thave engag’d to render to your hands. [Esit. 


Arid, reads. * Seofrid has been juléto his word ; he has. 
* delivered the fair Ethelinds to my charge: we have hap- 
* pily cate all the guards, and hope in two hours:to reach 


“* the Britons’ camp. 
« From your faithful Ofwald.” 


* Then thou haft nothing left on earth, my foul, 
. Worthy thy farther care. Why do I ftay, 

Whiy linger then, and want my heav’n fo long? 

‘To live is to continue to be wretched, 

And robs me of a great and glorious death. 

Enter Rovocuxe with an Officer ; he fpeaks ta her entering. 
Off. Thus Offa to his beauteous filter fends; 

Depend upona brother’s love and eare 

To further all you with. 
Rod, *Tis well; be near, [Exit Oficer. 
nd wait my farther order. « See, my heart, 
See there thy deareft choice, thy fond defire:”” 

Sge with how clear a brow, what cheerful grace, 

' all his native fweetaefs undifturb’d, 

Toe noble youth attends Pare fate! se 
came to joinmy ly with your’s, [To 

To curfe your tyrant brother, and deplore 

\y, Your youthful tape thus all untimely blaited : 

Bue you, I fee, have learn’d to {corn your danger 5 
‘ou wear a face of triumph not of mourning. 

death fo little in it? - 
Dix : 










Arib, Ob! *tisnothing 5 + 
‘To minds that weigh it well: the vulgar fear it, 
And yet they know not why, fince nevér any 
Did from that dark and doubtful land as yet 
‘Turn back again to tell us’tis a pain. 

‘To me it feems like a long with’d-for happinefs. 
Beyond what ev’n our expectation paints: 
#Tis comfort to the foul, ’tis peace, ’tis reft ; 

* Tt comes like flumber to the fick man’s eyes: 


W Bosning and reftlele wits Sever's cage Z 
« Alll night he toffes on his weary bed, 

ai Ere tells thezedious tutittesnsthey dali, { 
1. And tiene, aud tarnsyiant fecke foreate 7h sain 


“ But if at morning's dawn {weet fleep falls on him, 
“ Think with what pleafure he refigns his fenfes, 
* Sinks to his pillgw, and forgets his pain !”” 
Rod, Perhaps it may be fuch a ftate of indolence, 4 
But fure the ative foul fhould therefore fear it. 
beThe gods have dealt unjuftly with their creatures 
“ Lf barely they beitow a wretched being, 
d featter not fome pleafares with the pain 
«To make it worth their keeping.” Is there nothing 
Could make you with to live ? 
Arib. Oh yes! there is, 
‘There isa bleffing I could wifh to live for, 
‘To live for years, for ages, to enjoy it 5 
But far, alas! divided from my arms, 
Te leaves the world a wildernefs before me, 
With nothing worth defiring. 
Rod. Dull and cold! 
Or coldiat leaf to me; dull, dull indifference.” [4fde. 
What if fome pitying pow’r look down from heav’n 
And kindly vifit your afflicted fortunes? pd 
‘What if it fend forie unexpedted.aid, 
“ Some gen’rous heart and fome prevailing hand,‘ 
« Willing to fave and mighty-to defend, 
«Who from the gloomy confines of the Saag! 
« Timely thallfnatch thall bring you back to life,” 
And raife you upto empire and to love? 
Arib. Phe wretched have few friends, at leaf on earthy, 
Then what-have I to hope? “ae 
Rod. Hope ev'ry thing, a 





Hag all that merit fuch as your’s may claim, 
Such as commands the world, exaéts . 


‘ And makes ev'nall the Foalcaalcaepioe friends. | 
id. * And can you then vouchfafe to flatter mifery, 
earich fo fall’n fo loft a thing as I am 
the {weet breath of praife? So pious virgins 
‘oB the whole fpring to make their garlands fine, 
) “ Then hang them ona fenfelefs marble tomb.” 
Rod. A burning purple flufhes o’er my face, 
And thame forbids my tongue, or I would fay 
‘That 1—oh Aribert !—I am thy friend. 
i Yet wherefore should I blufh to own the thought? 
For who—who would not be the friend of Anbert ? 
Arib, Why is this wondrous goodnefs loft on me? 
Why is this bounty favith’d on a bankrupt, 
Who has not left another hour of life, 
To pay the mighty debt? 
Rod. * Oh! let me yet,, 
“ Yet add to it, and {well the fam yet higher,» 
“ Nor doubt but Fate fhall find the means to pay it.’ 
Know then that I have pafs’d this livelong night 
Sleeplefs and anxious with my cares for thee: 
‘The gods have fure approv'd the pious thought, 
? And crown’d it with fuccefs, fince I have gain’d 
Alfred, the chief of mighty Woden’s priefls, 
‘To find a certain way for thy efeape. 
? Onc of the facred habits is at hand 
Prepar’d for thy difguife; the holy man 
Attends to guide thee to my brother’s eamp: = 
Myfeif—oh! yet lie Rill my beating heart—  [Afde.. 
‘Whatever dangers chance, myfelf will be 
The partner and the guardian of thy sigh. ' 
Q <, Lib. Now what return to make—Oh! let me fink 
yen all thefe warring thoughts together in me, a 
* SB lphhing to earth, and hide the vait confufion! 
‘od. Ye gods! he anfwers not, but havgs his head 
Tn fullen filence—See! he turnsiaway, 
And bends his gloomy vifage to thg earth. 
4, To whatamI Betrayed? Oh fhame, difhonour, 
3) And more than woman’s weakaefs! he has fecn me, 


f fond heart, and {corns:the’¢ ° 
Spit ae, ye lightnings! ftrike sae gatbyey ‘ 





“ Drive, drive me down, down to the depths beneath: 
« Let me not liye nor think—let me not think, 
. “For I have been defpis’d—Ten thoufand thoufand, 
And yet ten thoufand curfes—Oh! my folly— b] 
Arib. “ Thus let me fall thus lowly to the eart 


h 
: [Ai fee 
“In humble adoration ef your goodnels, 


Thus with my lateft accents breathe your name, 
“ And blefs you ere I die.” Oh Ri ey 
Fair royal maid! to thee be all thy withes, 
Content and everlafting peace dwell with thee, 
And ev'ry joy be thine, nor let one thought 
Of this ungrateful this unhappy Aribert 
Remain behind to call a fudden figh 
Or ftain thee with a tear. Behold Io, 
Doom’d by eternal Fate, to my long rett; 
‘Then let my name tgo die, fink to oblivion, 
And fleep in filence with me in the grave. 

Rod. thou not with to live? 

Arib. I cannot. 

Rod. Why? 
Behold I give thee life. 

Arib. And therefore—oh ! 
‘Therefore I cannot take it! I dare die, 
But dare not be oblig’d. 1 dare not owe 
What I can never render back. Ethelindal 

Rod. “ Confufion !” 
Is then the blefling life become a curfe 
‘When offer’d to thee by my baleful hand? 

4rib. “Ohno! for you are all that’s good and gracious; 
« Nature, that makes your fex the joy of ours, 
“ Made you the pride of beth ; the gave you fweetnele 
“ So mix’d with ftrength, with majeity fo rais'd, : 
“To make the willing world confefs your empire, | 
“ And love while they obey: nor ftaid fhe there, ¥ 
« But to the body fitted fo the mind 
“ Ass each were fathion’d tingly to excel, 
“Asif fo fair a form difdain’d to harbour 
* A foul lefs tt, and that foul could find 
* Nothing fo like the heaw’n whence it came 
* As that fair form to dwell in. 

‘Rod, “ Soothing founds! 


om 


fx. 





|“ Delightful lars him psa ? 
«But ae are-thefe to my impatie: ale 
Arib. “ Yetwherefore atl chisnighty walaclscaia 


Be gainly plac’d before my wond'ring eyes, 

I mutt ne'er poffefs it, fince my heart * 

fackgiv’n can ne’er return, can know no name 
“Bi linda, only Ethelinda? 


« Fix’d to its choice, and obftiuately conftant, 
“Tt liftens not to any other call 
“ So rigid hermite that forfake the world 
“ Are deaf to glory, greatnefs, pomps, and pleafures 
"Ai Severe in zeal, and infolently pious, 
"They Ict attending princes vainly wait, 
“ Knock at their cells, and lure them forth in vain.’? 
Rod. How is the form’d, with what fuperiour grace, 
This rival of my love? What envious god, 
In feorn of Nature’s wretched works below, 
Im rov'd and i her more than half divine? 
iow has he taught her lips to breathe ambrofia? 
“How dy'd her bluthes with the morning's red, 
~a{{ And cloth'd her with the faireit beams of light,’* 
"To make her thine beyond me? 
Arid, Spare the theme. 
Rod. * But thenher mind! Ye Gods ! which of yowall 
“Could make that great and fit to rival mine? 
« What more than heav’nly fire informs the mafs 2”? 
Has the a foul can dare beyond our fex, 
+ Beyond ev'n man himfelf, can dare like mine ? 
Can fhe refolve to bear the fecret ftings 
Of fhame and confeious pride, diftraéting rage, 
And all the deadly pangs of love defpis'd? 
Qh no! the cannot, nature cannot bear it; [ Weeping. 
t finks ev’n me, the apse ce me down, 
¢ native greatnefs of my fpirit. fails, 
us melts, and thus runs: bing thro’ my eyes, 
he floods of forrow drown my in Me ats 
“ And I can only cal thee—crael Aribert 
* Ari. “ Oh thou, juft Heav’n! dtatende man may dare 
4p, To look into thy great decrees, thy fate, 
"4 Were itnot better L had never been 
Than thus to bring affliction and misfortune, 
frie ccurfe what thou hadit made fo good and fair!» 
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“Rod. But fee the King and cruel train appear, 
_ Nor can I fave thee now: thou hait thy with; [To Arib. 
‘But what remains for me? “ My heart beats fait, 
“ And {wells impatient at the tyrant’s fight: ‘ 
« Myblood, erewhile at ebb, now flows again, | ty 
“ And with new rage I burn.” Since love is loft f¢ —""~ 
Come thou, Revenge ! fucceed thou to my boford, 
‘And reign in all my foul. Yes, I will find her, 
This fatal the, for whom I am defpis'd. 
Look that the be your mafterpiece ye Gods! 
Let each celeftial hand fome grace impart 
To this rare pattern of your forming art; 4 
Such may the be my jealous rage to move, 
Such as you never made till now to prove t 
A vidtim worthy my offended love. Exit Rod. 
Enter at the other,door the Kixc, Guards, and other At~ 
tendauts, 
King. Halt thou bethought thee yet perfiduous boy? 
Won't thou yet render hank thy theft? Confider 
‘The precipice is juft beneath thy feets 
'Tis foe a moment and I dah thee off : 
To plunge for ever in eternal darknefs. 
Somewhat like Nature has been bufy here, 
And made a ftruggle for thee in my foul ° 
Reftore my love, and be again my brother. 
Arib, © Rage and the violence of Jawlefs paffion 
“ Have blinded your clear reafon, wherefore elfe . 
“ This frantick wild demand?” What! fhould I yield, 
Give up my love, my wife, my Ethelinda, 
‘To an inceftuous brother’s dire embrace? 
Oh horrour !—But to bar the impious thought, 
Know Heav'n and brave Ambrofius are her guard: 
Ere this her flight hath reach’d the Britons’ camp, 
And found her fafety there. é 1 
King. Fled to the Britons! - 
Oh moft accuried traitor! Let herfly 
Far as the early daylpring in the eaft, 
“Or to the utmoft ocean, where the fun 
“ Defcends to other fkies and worlds unknown* 
Ev’n thither thall my love take wing and follow 
To feize the flying fair. The Britons! —Guods! 
\Shall they withhold her?—firlt my arma fkall hake 
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‘Their ifland to the cehtre. But for thee, 
‘Think*ft thou to awe me with that phantom inceft? 
Such empty names may fright thy coward foul, 
But jnow that mine difdains ’em. Bind him ftraight. 
f [To the Pricfte. 
't lofe another thought about thee. [Toril 
«© Begly the rites,” 
And drag him to yon’ holy altar, where 
Stand minif ring pricfis to die the hallow’d fteel 
Deep in his Chriitian blood. The gods demand him. 
Arib. Why then, no more: but if we meet again, 
As when the day of great account fhall come 
Perhaps we may, may’ft thou find mercy there 
More than thou thew’it thy brother here. Farewell. 
King. “ Farewell.” To death with him, ‘¢ and end the 
dreamer. [The Prie/ls bind Aribert, and lead him to 
the altar, while the folemn mufick is playing.” 


Enter SeorRsD. 
Seof. Stay! “« Hatte and break off your inaufpicious 
* ‘The initant dangers fummon you away, [rites;” 


Deftrudtion threatens in our frighted ftreets, 
* And the gods call to arms. 
King. What means the fear 
‘That trembles in thy pale thy haggard vifage? 
Speak out, and cafe this labour of thy foul. 
Seof. Oh fly my Lord! the torrent grows upon us, 
And while I fpeak we're loft: fierce Offa comes, 
From ev'ry part his crowding enfigns enter, 
‘And this way waving bend. With idle arms 
Your foldiers careleis ftand and bid ’em $ 
Some join, but all refufe to arm againtt em; 
:#« They call "em Friends, Companions, and their Country- 
§ chofen band, led by the haughty princefs,  [men,” 
Inllperious Rodogune, move {fwiftly Fither 
‘o jntercept your paflage to the palace: 
, That only ftrength is left, then fly to reach it. 
King. Curs'd chance! but hafte, difpatch that traitor 


‘They tha’ not bar my vengeance. [itraights 
Think only on your fafety. For the pri 
jn! ly on your re 
oe ‘our crewn, but'more your Jove, a thoufand reafong, 


a” 


fate, 


ou 1 eainteat ox em plain. 
King. Then hear me Soldier 5 
T give him to thy charge. 
« Seof. * They come my Lord.”” 
ing. Look to him well, for by yon’ dreadful 
Thy life thall pay for his if hg efcape 
Firlt kill him, plunge thy poi ae in his bofom, 
nd te thy Bag Cuca © 
(Exeunt ‘Kap, Scofrid, Guards, and Attendante, 
Fir Of. Be cheer'd my Lord, 
Nor keep one doubt of me; I am your flave. f 
"The King is fled, and with him all your dangers: , 
Fate has referv'd you for fome glorious purpole, 
And fee your guardian goddefs comes to fave you, 
To break your bonds, and make you ever happy. 
Enter’ Rovocuns and Soldiers. 
Rod, Well have our arms il’d ; behold he lives, 
Ungrateful as he is, by me he lives 
Do I not come with too officious hafte [To Aribert. 
Once more to prefs the burden life upon you, 
To offer with an idiot’s importunity 
‘The naufeous benefit you fcorn’d before? 
Arib, If T refus'd the blefling from your hands * 
"Think it not rudely done with fullen pride, 
Since life and you are two of Heav’n’s belt gifts; * 
Yet both hhould be be receiv’d, both kept, with honour, 
Rod. However live—yes, I will bid thee live 5 
« No matter what enfues. Fly far away, 
“ Forget me, blot my name from thy remembrance, 
“ And think thou ow'ft me nothing—What ! in bonds! 
Well was the tafk referv’d for me: but thus 
“ I break thy chain——would I could break my own. 
is 







Enteran Officer. 

Off. A party of our horfe that Jate went forth 
‘To mark the order of the Britons’ cam, 
aaa their courfe conelerraent the King, 
‘or fo call’d themfelves : ours ’d "em traitors, 
And rue have fe Seas pies 
‘After thirp refilance fome eleap'dy 
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‘The reft, for fo your princely brother wills, . 
Without attend your order. 
Rod. Let ’em enter. 


A woman! 
Enter Exnevanpa, with Guards. 
Is there then an end of forrows? 
[Renning to Aribert. 


Has then that cruel Chance that long purfu’d me, 
"That vex’d me with her various malice long, 
Been kind at lait, and bleit me to my wifh, 
Lodg’d me once more within thy faithful arms! 
* " Arib. Oh, my foreboding heart ! oh, fatal meeting’t 
Ethel, Why droops my love, my Lord, my Aribert? 
Why dolt thou figh and prefs me? and oh! wherefore, 
Wherefore thefe tears that ftain thy manly vifage? 
They told me Heav’n had ftrove for thy deliverance, 
Had rais’d thee up fome kind fome great preferver, 
~ To fave thee from thy cruel brother’s hand: 
Why therefore doft thou mourn when thou art blefl? 
“ Or does fome new affliction wound thee? fay; 
Perhaps Tam the caufe, 
Rod. By all the tortures, 
he pangs, that rend my groaning breait, tis fhe, 
y curs’d my happy rival! “ See the Siren, 
“+ See how with eager eyes he drinks her charms; ' 
* Mark how he liitens to her {weet allurements; 
* She winds herfelf about his eafy heart, 
y “And melts him with her foit enchanting tongue.’* 
* Ethel. Wot thou not anfwer yet? 
4rib. Oh Ethelinda! 
Why art thou here? is this the Britons’ camp? 
\_ Lucius here? haft thou a brother here 
ard thy helplefs innocence from wrong? 
Se hel. Have I not thee? 
‘4h. Me!|_—_what can I do for thee? 
For we are wretched both. ~ 
Rod. Tl doubt n0 more: 
My jealous heart confeffes her its foo, 
And beats and rifes, eager to oppofe her 
Nor hall the-triumph o’er me: * No, ye Gods 
$s Sf Lam doom’d by yan to be a wretch 
too thall fuffer with me.” Sears [%o Aridert 









|. amie mea, bea | ng 
a) THE ROYAL CONTERT. 
‘To know this pris’ner, whom the Saxon chiefs 
Accufe of fying to our foes the Britons: 
However, L will think more nobly of you 


Than to believe you confcious of the treafon 5 
Nor can you grieve if juitice dooms her to 
"That fate the has delerv'd. Bear her to death. 


[To t> Guard, 

Ethel. Alas! to death!—what mean you? fay by what 
Unknown uawilling crime have I offended? 
‘To you, fair Princefs! fince ’tis you that judge mey 
“ Tho’ now this moment to my cyes fielt kauyn,” 
To you I bend, to you I will appeal, £ 
‘And learn my crime from you, 

A rib, Learn it from me; > 
Tam thy crime; ’tis Aribert deftroys thee. 

Ethel. Uf thou ast my offence L’ave finn'd indeed, 
Ev’n to a valt and numberlefs account, 
For from the time when I beheld thee fir [9% afpidert, _ 
My foul has not one moment been without thee ; 
Still thou haft been my wilh, my conftant thouylit, 








Like light, the daily bleffing of my eyes, +] 
And the dear dream of all my fweetelt umbers. / 
Rod, Oh the diftraéting thought! “ 

Ethel. Nor will you think it [To Rodygune.™, 


A crime to love, * for that I love is true.” 

Tn your fair eyes I read your native goodnefs. \ 

Haply fome noble youth fhall in your breait "\ 

Kindle the pure the gentle fame, and prove 4 

As dear to you as Aribert to me; 

“© Would it be juft that you fhould die for loving? 

© Think but on that and I fhall find your pity, 

« For pity fare and mercy dwell with love, hs 
Rod. Be dumb for ever, let the hand of Death = 

Clofe thy bewitching eyes and feal thy lips, ae 

"That thou may’ft look and talk no more delufion;, “» 

For oh! thy ev’ry glance, each found, fhoots thro’ me,” 

And kills my very heart. Hence, bear her hence, 

# ney peace is loft for ever—but the dies."— » 
Arib. Oh, hold! “ for» —— ~~, 
Rod. ¢ Wherefore doft thou catch my garment? 

* Thou that hait fet me on the rack, com’ft thou seacey 


See 
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“ To doubleall my pains, and with new terrours .~ 
« Dreadful to fhake my agonizing foul 2" 

Arib. What thall I fay to move thee? 

Rod. Talk for ever, 
‘Wiggls thal] be ftill and feas forget to roar, 

Min of babbling crowds and peopled citics, 
All tN be hufh’d as death while thou art fpeaking, 
For there is mufick in thy voice. 

Arit. Then hear me, 
‘With gentlett pazience, with compaffion, hear me; 
‘Thus while I fall before thee, grafp thee thus, 
"Thus with a bleeding heart and ftreaming eyes 
Implore thee for my Ethelinda’s life. 

"Rod. Tho’ thou were dearer to my doting eyes 

+ Than all they knew befides, tho’ I could hear thee 

While ages pait away, yet by the gogs, 
If fuch there are, who rule o’er love and jealoufy, 
** And fwell our heaving breafts with mortal pallions,”” 
I {wear the dies, my hated rival dies. 

Arib. Then I have only one requeft to make, 
Which tha’ not be deny’d; to thare one fate, 

And die with her I love. 

Rod. Ungrateful wretch ! 
Yet,I would make thy life my care—— 

Arib. * No more: 
* Now I {corn life indeed. Tho’ you had beauty 
“ More than the great Creator’s bounteous hand 
“ Beltow’d on all his various works together, 

_** Tho’ all ambition afks, the kingly purple,” [to give,. 
To’ life, tho’ glory, and” wealth and pow'r, were your’s 
"Pho’ length of days and health were in your hand, 
And all were to be mine, yet I would chufe 

‘o tutn the gift with indignation back, 

rather fold my Ethelinda thus, 

a fleep for ever with her in the grave. 

xy ‘od. Then take thy with, and Jet both die together. 
Yes, I will tear thee from my fond remembrance, 
. And be at eafe for ever, 
SS _ Ethel. Oh my love! 
What can I pay thee back for ail this trath ? 

reag What but, like thee, to triumph in my fate, 
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think it more than lifeto die with thee. 
*s Haite then, ye Virgins! break the tender turf, 
# And let your chafter hands prepare the bed 
“Where my dear lord and I mutt reft together ; 
* Then let the myrtle and the rofe be ftrow'd, 
" For ’t is my fecond better bridal day. 
“ On my cold bofom let his head be hid, 
* And look that none difturb us 
“Till the laft trumpet’s found Break our long fleep 
* And calls us up to everlafting blifs.”” 

Rod. Hence with em, take’em, drive ’em from my fight, 
‘The fatal pair. [Exeunt all but Red. 
‘That look thal] be my laft. 

I feel my foul impatient of its bondage, 

Difdaining this unworthy idle paffion, 

‘And flruggling toe free. Now, now it thoots, 

Tt tow’rs upon the wing to crowns and empire; 

While love and Aribert, thofe meaner names, 

Avre left far, far behind, and doft for ever. 

“So if by chance the eagle’s noble offspringy 

“ Taen in the neft, becomes fome peafant's prize, 

 Compell’ he bears his cage and aise 
> * And like er with the clown remai 

+ But when his plumes fhoot forth and pinions fwell, 

its the ruftick and his homely cell, 
aks from his bonds, and in the face of day 

« Full in the (an’s bright beams he foars away, 

“ Delights thro’ heav’n’s wide pathlefs ways to te 

« Plays with Jove's hafts and grafps his dreadful bow, 

+* Dwele withimmortal gods and fcornsthe world or, 
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ACT V. 
Scene, the palace. 
Enter the Kine aud Stornry. 


Kine. 
__« No! I will follow the fond chafe no more, 
“ No iffore purfue the flying phantom glory, 
+ But lay me down and reft in fallen peace, 
<¢ Secure of all events to come, and carelefs 
“ If the gods guide the world by Fate or Fortune : 
Let ’em take back the worthlefs crown they gave 
“ Since they refufe their better bleffings to me.” 
 -  Seof. If not to glory yet awake to love, 
And tho' regardlefs of your royal flaye 
Yet live for Ethelinda, live to fave her, 
Doom’d by the cruel Rodogune to die! 
Helplefs and defolate methinks fhe ftands,. 
nd calls you to her aid. 
King. What! doom’d to die! 
“ Shall thofe dear glowing beauties then grow cold. 
« Pale, ftiff, and cold? nor fhall I fold her once? 
*€ Shell the not pant beneath my ftrong embrace, 
« Swell to defire, and meet my furious joy? 
** Shall the not breathe, and look, and figh, and murmur,, 
“Till Tam loft for ever, funk in ecitacies, 
“ And bury’din ten thoufand thoufand fweets? 
$* What! fhall the die? No by the god of Arms, 
* No—I will?’ — 
Seofrid, yes! I'll once more roufe me to the war, 
And fnatch her from her fate. 
ES Seof. Then hear the means 
which the gods preferve your crown and love. 
fysld, of all our Saxon chiefs the firft 
And neareft to your brother’s heart, had drawn 
‘The chofen ftrength of-all the Britith youth, 
Under the leading of the gallant Lucius, 
} "To fave the prince from your impending wrath ;- 
, By fecret marehes they 2re nearadvanc’d, 
cegfind greant this night to make their bold attempt: 


gt Kitg, How favours this my purpofe? 
F- Eiij 


—— 
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Seof. Thos, my Lord: 

Thave ‘ail’d their force fhall join with all 

‘Thole faithful Saxons who areftill your fubjedts. -* 
Your foes, fierce Offa and his haughty filter, “ 
Secure and infolent with new fuecefs, 

Defpife your numbers znd inferiour itrength, 

And may this night with eafe become your prey 

Ofwald attends without to learn your pleafure, 

And bear it to the valiant Britith chicts. 

King. The Britons! Gods!—the nation which I hates 
That Ofwaid- too!—The traitor fill has been 5. 
Avow’d the flave of Aribertyhis creature,, ? 
His bofom fawning parafite—No matter} 

They ferve the preient purpofe of my heart, 
And I will ufe ’em now. Taught by thy arts.” 


Iwill look kindly pa the wretch I foathe, mn 

And fmile on him I defline to deftruétion, 

Bid him approach. J 
[Exit Seofrid, and reenter with Ofeoal 


Seof. Your valiant Ofwald, Sir. 
King. Your friend has {poke at large your bold defigh, | 
‘Worthy your courage and yous princely friends a 
7 





And howfoe’er the meddling hand of Chance 

Has fown th’ unlucky feeds of flrife between us, 

Yet L have ftill a brother’s part.in Aribert, 

Nor hall my hand be flow to lead you on ) 

"Till we have driv’n thefe haughty inmates forth, 

And independent fix’d that fov’reign right 

Which our brave fathers fought to gain in Britain.- 
Ofw. With honourable purpofe are we come, ‘ 

With friendly greeting from the Britons’ king, 

And the fair offer of an equal peace. 

This only he demands; fend back the troops» 

Which Jate arriv’d with Offa, now your foe. 

As well as his, and fet your princely brother, 

, With the fair Ethelinda, fafe and free. 

Thefe juft conditions onee confirm’d to Lucius» 

Ambrofius is the friend of royal Hengift: 

The Britons then fhall join their arms with your's. 

'To drive out thefe inhafpitable. Sy 

And leave you peaceful lord of fruitful Kents. 

‘The fir poffeffion of your warlike fathers. 
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King. In friendly part take we his proffer'd love. 
“Bear this our fignet paps gallant Lucius, 
. [ Giving his ring to Ofewald.. 
~ Our bond and pledge of peace, “ which in full form. 
Bi We will condrm fo0n 2s the préfent danger 
bar Il remov’d, and better time allows.” 
Hafte\pou to join our valiant friends the Britons; 
AMy faithful Scofrid fhall foon attead you 
‘With full inflruétions for your private march 
And means of entrance here, with the whole order 
which we meant’ attack the common foc. 
Ofw. I go, my Lord, andemay the gods oor us 
ile 
EF be King looks afer Ofwald, then turad and walks two or 
Fam three times. haplily crofs the flage. 
‘Seof. Ha! whence thisfudden flart? Lf/ide.] That wrath- 
ful frown, 
Your eyes fierce glancing, and your changing vifage, 
Now pale as death, now purpled o'er with flame, 
ive me to know your paffionsare at odds, 
[And your whole foul is upin arms within. : 
King. Oh! thou haft read me right, halt feen me well 3+ 
‘To thee I have thrown off that maik I wore, 
And, now the fecret workings of my brain 
Stand all reveal’d to thee. “ I tell thee, Seofrid, 
© There never wasa medley of fuch thinking: 
") Ambition, hatred, mifchief, ang revenge, 
© Gather like clouds on clouds; and then anon 
© Love, like a golden beam of light, firoots thro’, . 
(4? Smilesonthe gloom, andmy heart boundewithpleafure” 
int ’tis no time fortalk. T’o Siwald fly, 
(My foldier and my fervant often try’d; 
{Bid him draw out a hundred chofen horfe,- 
Jewixrd hold "em ready by the night’s firft fall : 


4ii,'em be all of courage well approv'd, 
aac dare fallow wherefpe'er lead 








x ; 
‘This night I mean to prove it and forfake it. , 
“ was, 'tis trae, the flave of this foft folly, 
* And waited at an awful abjeét diftance, 
* Reflrain’d hy idle rules which feornful Beauty 
“ And fullen honour diate; but no more: 
No! by our gods I'll fuffer it no more. ~— 
Scof. Where will this fury drive you? f 
King. 'To my heav'n, J 
‘Lo Ethelinda’s arms. This very ev’ning, ——/ 7 
While the deluded Britons urge our foes, 
And wreak my vengeance on the Saxon Offa, 


‘Amidit the firlt diforder of the fray y 
*T will not be hard to feize the weeping fair, 

And while thefighting fools contend in vain a 
With all the wings the god of Love can lend 

‘To bear her far away. ; 


Seof. Ha!—whither mean you 

‘To bend this rath, I fear, this fatal fight? 
King. Near where the Medway rolls her gentle waves- 

‘To meet the Thames in his imperial ftream 

‘Thou know’ft I have a eaitle of fuch ftrength 

+ AAs well may feorn the menace of a fiege, 

‘Thither [mean to bear my lovely prize, 

And in defpite of all the envious world 

‘There riot inher arms. But break we off. 

Haft to perform my orders, and then follow 

And fhare in all the ie ay ofthy king. [Exit King, 
Seof. “* Fools that we are! to vex the Jab’ring brain 

+ And waite decaying nature thus with thought, 

“ To keep the weary fpirits waking {till, § 

«To goad and drive ’em in eternal rounds 

« Of reftlefs racking care! ’tis all in vain! 

* Blind goddefs, Chance, henceforth I follow thee: 

“ The politicians of the world may talk, 

«« May make a mighty buttle with their forefight, 

“ Their {chemes and arts; their wifdom is thy flave. 

[Exit Seofr 
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"~ Scewe changes to a temple. 
Enter Aniwert and Exnevinpas 
Ethel. When this the latt of all our days of forrow’ 
Plies faft and haftens toulfil its courle,,, ‘ 


eo the bleft hour of death atlengthiis near, 
by doft thou mourn? when that time is come 
we fhall weep no more, but live for ever 
Tn th’t dear place where fio misfortunes come, 
Wiig age, and want, and ficknefs, are not known, 
Hd Where this wicked world fhall ceafe from troubling, 
| When Mick defcending angels crowd the air, 
‘vub waii with crowns of glory to reward us, 
ivi; art Mou fad my love, my lord, my Aribert? 
b . * It comes, indeed the cruel moment comes; 
. t mutt divide our faithful loves for ever. 
A few hhort minutes more and both fhall perifh, 
tak to the place wl things are forgotten’: 
Sur youth and fair affeGtions hall be barren, 
Fassia Know no joys which other lovers know, 
* Shall leave ne-name behind us, no pgiterity, 
aly the fad remembrance of our woes, 
draw a tear from each who reads our ftory; 
nd doft thou afk me wherefore I am fad? 
| Ethel, “Tis hard indeed, tis very hard to part. 
! Tho’ my heart grieves.to want its heav’n fo long, 
> Pants for its blifs, and fickcns with delay, 
_ “Yet Icould be content to live for thee : 
Yeq, I will own thy image flands before me 
*' And intercepts my journey tothe ftars, 
Calls back the fervent breathings of my foul 
‘To earth and thee; with longing looks I turn, 
_- © Forget my flight and linger here below.” 
‘yy. Arid. Isit decreed by Heav'n’s eternal will 
{hat-none thal pafsthe golden gates above 
»/Sut thofe who forrow here? Mutt we be wretched, 


5 


Mult we be drown’d in maay floods of tears 
Zo wath our deep our inborn ftains away, 
Ox never fee the faints and talte their joys? 
The great o'erruling Author of our beings 
ith his creature man.in various ways, 
‘Gracious and good in ail: fomefeel the rod, * 
own, com the Horie shri hand; 
‘«Bev'n times, like gold, urging flame, 
pepe mal ienaae Detyiocee 5 
‘Tread all the paths of life without a rub; 
With honour, health, with friends and plenty, blefs’d, 









years jocence and eafe; 
« Hoary at lengthyand in a good old age,” 
They go declining to the grave in peace, EY 
And change their pleafures here for joys above. 
Arib, * To have fo many blefings heap’d on me 
* Traufcends my with. I alk’d but only thee: j 
** Give me, I faid, but life and Ethelinda ; r 
Let us but run the common courfe a 


“ Grow kindly old in one anvther’sarms, * 

*t And take us to thy mercy then good Heav’a! 

* But Heay’n thought that too much, c 
Ethel. * Tf our dear hopes, ’ bd 

“If what we value moft on earth, our loves, 7) 


« Are blafted thus by Death’suntimely hand, , © 
“ If nothing good remains forus below, _ 

“ So much the rather let us turn our thoughts 

“To feck beyond the ftars ourbetter portion, 

“That wondrous blifs which Heav’a referves in ftore 

* Well to revGard us for our Jofics here, Ak 

“That blifs which Heay'n, and only Heav'n, can give, 

“ Which fhall be more to thee than Ethelinda, 

“ And more to me—Oh, vaft excefs of happinefs! —¢ 

Where fhall my foul make roonifor more than Aribert |” 

Enter Rovocuns and Attendants. 
Rod. Tf while the lives {till I am doom’d to fuffer 

Why am I cruel tomyfelf?—No more— 

? Tis foolith pity—How fecure of conqueft 

The foft enchantrefs looks! But be at peace, 

Beat not my heart! for fhe thall fall thy viim, 

Appear, ye priefts! ye dreadful holy men, i 

« Ye miniiters of the gods’ wrath and mine !”* ‘a 

Appear, and feize your facrifice, this Chriftian 5 ‘ 

Bear her to death, and let her Rie eet 1 

For all the mifchiefs of her eyes and tongue. ; 
4 ’ [Solemn elie 

[The Scewe draws and difeovers the inner part of the ; 

a fire is prepared un one of the altars, near it are placed 

rack, knives, axes, und iber in) of torture, fo 

prisfs attending as for a facrifice. 

‘rib. See where death comes artay'd in allits terrows,,, 
The rack, confuming flames, and.wounding ftecl. 
Your cruel triumph had not been complete ty 













bar off my robes, and bind me to the racl 
spc}: out my corded finews till they burt, 
‘Anil It your knives drink deep the flowing ‘blood: 
You fall behold how a prince ought to die, 
Aod what a Chriftian dares to fuffer. 
[ The Guards feize Aribert and Ethelinda. 
Pricf. Hold! 


Prince's fate is yet deferr’d: the woman 
fy Grit ordain’d to faffer—Ere the fall 
S sevictim to our gods fhe mult kneel to ’em 











me not, my love! joy I go 2 
fuehitter pains of death <a eee " 
F ‘yytlead chee on in the triumphant way. 
« 7arid, And can my eyes endure it! to beliold 
‘Thy tender body torn? thefe dear foft arms, 
‘That oft’ have wreath’d their fnowy folds about me, 
Diftorted, bent, and broke with rending pain? 
,Oh Rodogune! read, read in my full eyes 
“*Moregthan my tongue can fpeak, and {pare my love |— 
Rod. * And cou! iat thou find no other name but that ? 
, ‘€ Thy love!——Oh fatal, curs’d, diftracting, found !’? 
Ny, J will fleel my heart againtt thy pray'r, 
And whtiper to myfelf with fallen pleafure 
"The gods are jult at length, and thou fhalt feel 
Pains fuch as I have known. 
Arib. Let me but dies 
Cut off this hated objeét from your fight- 
| Rod. ‘* Nor that——for know that 1 can too deny, 
é tye make thee mourn thy coldnefs and difdain.” 





ore! I’ hear no more? 
Bs. « They bind her! fee! 
“* See with rude cords they ftrain her tender limbs 
«< Jrill the red drops ftart from their {welling channels, 
«ind with freth crimfon paint her dying palenefs, 
jh, all ye holt of heav’n! ye faintsand angels! 
Ethel, “Oh, ftay thy tears, and mourn no more for me, 
Nor fear the weaknefs of my woman’s foul, 


For I am arm’d ahd equal to thé combat. - i 


In vain they lavith all their crnel arts, f 
““ And bind this feeble body here in vain s ll 
# The free impaffive foul mounts on the wing 
“ Beyond the reach of racks and tort’ring flames, 4 
And feorns their tyranny”——Oh follow thou! 
Be conftent to the latt, be fix’d, my Aribert! 
Tis but a hort, thort pafage to te fiars 
Oh, follow thou! nor let me want thee long, 
And fearch the blifsful regions round in vain. 
[Solemn rey 





“ Enter an Officer. 
Off. Arm, royal maid! and take to your de’ 
« The King with fudden fury fallies forth, -«,, 29, 
“ And drives our outmott guards with foul cot ai 
+ Rod. The King! what frenzy bringedite madman“ 
Thus headlong to his fate? —But let him cane, at 
“« His death fhall fill my triumph—wealth and honotea? 
“ The noblett beft reward, fhall wait the man 
*¢ Whofe lucky fword thall take his hated head."+ 
Enter afecond Officer, his fword drawn. 
Second Off. Hengitt is here ; he bears down all before 
‘The Britons too have joined their arms to his, (him: 
‘And this way bend their force. 
Rod. Fly to my brother, [To her Attendants. 
Aind call him to our aid. 
[Shouts within, and clafbing of ferurds. 
King within.] Slave, give me way, 
« Or I will tear thy foul”. 
Sold. within. You pafs not here. 
Seof. within] What, know’ft thou n8t the King ?— 
Oh, curfed villain! . 
Eater the Kine wounded, Szornsv, Oswarn, and Soldiers 
evith their fords drawn. Ofwald runs to Aribert. 
Seof. Perdition on his hand—you bleed, my Lord! _ 
King. My blood flows fat—What, can I languith now! es 
So near my with—Lend me thy arm, old Seofrid, } 
‘To bear me to hes~Ha! bound to the rack! fh | 
Mercilefsdogs—ye moft pernicious faves! He 
“ And ftand ye flupid, haggard, and amaz’d?" yd 
- Fly fwitt as thought, and fet her free this moment, 
* Or by my injur’d love, a name more facred =\ 
4 








asp eae 


“Your weak 3 contd jo aid = your pour holy sktim 
‘our holy trampery, hall blaze together 
'C They unbind. Ethelinda, 
Rod. *Tis.vain to rave and curfe my fortune now. 
native greatneis of my foul befriend me, 
| me now.to bear it as I ought. 
King. he feeble lamp of life fhall lend its blaze 
Up ¢ me—thus far—only—and no farther. 
Li [Falling at Evhelinda’s fect. 
ve Look up and gaze on thoie bright eyes, 
Sop'd to gather heat from thence 
feed the vital flame for ever. 
you faint, your hafty breath comes fhoit, 
on runs gulhing from your breatt. 
r gh m each deluding paffion, 


parting foul for herdalt flight; 
Tong to all your former days,”” 


of evil, 
And fadly deprecate the wrath divine. 
King. Oh, wy fair teacher! you advife in vain; 
& ‘The gods and I have done with one another 
*% This night 1 meant to rival them in happinefas 
~E*« Spite * brocharandthy-cnel colducle 
‘ifs night I meant to ’ave paft within thy arms, 
Tiel ** Oh, horrour! 
a ren Re *tis gone:” thofe envious gods 
their wort, and blaited all my hopes; 
They have defpoil’d me of my crown and life 
a flave’s hand——but I foagive “em that. 
Thee tkey haye robb'd me of my joys in thee—— 
Have trod me down to wither in the grave— 
a My matter and my king! 
‘ng. Old man, no more: 
1 en not leifure for thy grief—Farewell—— 
ip ioe wana 4 and wear my crown— 
Tyke it, and be move blelt With it than I was. 
4 Byt Ethelindat the too fhall be thine: 
at——that ’s too\much. ‘I'his world has nothing in it 
good to give—the next may have——I know not— 
rib, * There fled the fierce, untam’d, dani 
‘urn thee from death, and aod wif, my gesilelorss 








A day of comfort feems to dawn upon us, 
And Heav’n at length is gracious to our wifhes, 
Ethel, So nutaberlefs have been my daily fears, 
And fuch the terrours of my flceplefs ae 
‘hat ftill, methinks, I doubt ee uncertain happint 
0? at the mufick of thy voice I own 
My foul is huth’d, it finks into a calm, 
And takes fare omen of its peace from thee. 
Ofw. To end your doubts your brother, the 
cius, 
‘Will foon be here—ev’n now he fends me word. > 
Fierce Offa and the Saxons fly before him ; 
‘The conq’ring Britons fence you rount 
And peace and fafety wait upon your le 
Arib. Nor you, fair prineefs ! frown 
Still hall my grateful heart nisin yous 
And ftill be mindful of the life you 
Nor mutt you think yourfelf a pris'scr here 
Whene’er you hhall a peat a guard attapee 
‘To wait you to your Pothier’ is camp with he 
Rod. Yes, 1 will go, fly fa as earth can bear me 
From thee, and from the face of man for ever. . 
‘Curs'd he your fex, the caufe of all our forrows, Z 
Cuvs'd be your looks, your tongues, and your falfe arts; "= 
"That cheat our eyes and wound our eafy hearts; 
“© Curs'd may you be for all the pains you give, 
“ And for the fcanty pleatures we receive ;” 
‘Curs’d be your brutal pow’r, your tyrant fway, 7” 
By which you bend and force us to obey ! ~ 4 
Oh, Nature! partial goddefs, lend thy hand, 
Be juit for once, and equal the commands 
Let worma» once be miflrefs in her turn, 
Subdue mankind beneath her haughty feorn, 
Aind {mile to fee the proud oppreffor mourn, 
[Exit Rodogune, 
Ofw. The wind thall {catter all thofe idle curkes, urs 
Far, far away from you,-while ev'ry bleffing 
» Attends to crown you. From your happy nuptials, ‘ | 
¥rom royal Aribert, of Saxon race, ~ 
Join'd to the faireft of the Britith dames, ~ 
Methinks I read the people’s future happinefs, % 
And Britain takes its pledge of peace from you. by 
Ethel. Nor are thofe pious hypes of peacesin vainy 














Thave often heard a 
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‘Thus ith sivmmpey hetick knowl fil'd 
Joke epee eo 
Royal iace a Br ifh-queen fhall rife 
reat, gracious, ere mus, fortunate, and wife ; 

‘To diftant lands the thall extend her fame, 


© And leave to latter times a mighty names 
- * yrants fhall fall, and faithlefs en rah bleed, 


‘ing, nations by her arms 
appy Jand her care hall pee prove, 
} her a more than mother’s love; 
the thall preferve it free, 
of her ambient fea: 


y, ve in many a cruef fight, 
Mitare the thal delight, 
Glozy thall be to unite: 


% Pigs, scares vf fhall no more be known, 
“ Bur Briton be the noble name alone: 
«* With joy their ancient hate they fhall forego, 
Ea While Difcord hides her baleful head below; 
Mey Y and Truth, and Right, the hall maintain, 
“ And ev'ry Virtue crowd to grace her reign 5 
“ Aufpicious Heav’n on all her days fhall (mile, 
peut union blefs her Britith ifle.”” 
late this nation, 
In as hes 







Pids, Sd6ig,'Angles, flall no more be known, 
But Britain be the noble name alone 3 

To diftant lands foc foall extend ber fame, 
And leave to lateft times a glorious name 5 
Her naval poww'es fball rule the circling fea, 
And. igit her children fball be brave and free. 





[Exeunt. 





‘The moral of this i 'd - 
ciara ar 
ey to you to make the application 3 ' 
The dottriney tha? a little wut of fapbiony x } 
hh fe “of of whe se stclepae at iy 
matter 
set rt de Fictabllafesrt Ae 


Woe aa and both at once 4 
Who et fs wife to snake he foc Faroe’ Do i 
The tic ple of aber fold ut fs 5 Ai 
lace of all others foould turn 
Bu cba fe fame good folks 84 vat 
be infiruéied any wi waite 
Nor fbould gon fern the weakefe it se 
The wifeft man is not the ablep preac! ») 
Lv'n we; poor women, have retinas eo pow'r, 
Read as you are, and rich in learning’s lore, t 
‘To teach you men what you ne'er Anew before. 2 
Tono enibufaflick rage we fell, \ 
Nor foam nor a Tom Tumbler out of zeal ' a 
But tho! we do n't pretend to in iration, 
Yet like the prophets of a neighbour nation } 
oe teaching chiefly lies in poaess - 
Petey indeed fuch wand ring ee - 
Oe 4 ater might br ar tragick pa 
that you ‘ave f and are fit in to 
Sin yoke efi will, - eke 
ith ny divine, writ on xy before yey 
Tou'llbe little better for ovr, “tee is 
the parting hour, tho <i gett rae Soh: 


all of you, at leafl ax I perfume, 
Bay fod in ind fab a bom, 
hi fnterrsapi lag baptnree thoughts were fled hl 
gfe me then whicl your ts were, 
Bia be por bone ag xd ogi aod 
‘From the APOLLO PRESS, 
‘by the MARTINS, 
“Apell 6. 1782, 
2 THE END. ra? 
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Ammon ia. the ing wilds and vollin, 
certain too he muft have bee: had not mney 
Imntt once at, ‘Pe dge kind in.m; be 
payee were pleafei 
ticular’ pra 


n the jultice of 
your tem) Ls ea up from my seal melancholy * 
ma nce to veld ett hat gre tan uns @ 
ing warranted could not fail of fucceli.” 
«=, And here I were a a if I fhould not fatif 
A ing worl poe Twas ia. Pardon me* 
seal. ji vi haa I was firlt ho- 
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Perfons, of | 

coe shi Banke 
J ae ee Your conitant but _ 
mind, which never — 


ae puts off bis, ma~ 
folution, In, ae happy 






juable perfuaded: if you 
nick b feldom abroad "als for fear of fpli 

Knates or fools. Nor is it pfide, but rather: aeee m4 
your foul, that makes. youthun the fordid part ‘ie 
world, the lees and dregs of it,, whiletin the noblef retire- 
ment you enjoy the finer prc daitias and haye thap jult groat- 
pay be above Bra ree b q 


\ stertainly the gravity, 
Y as the courage, of the 
. tempts of war gave the 
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worlds Vitgil’and Horace, favou- 
ep em ir, retired from hin, St 
ring a miftre! fhite boyy andétwo or three chee: 
akin friends in'@ country ville, to all tle magnifi- 
eence of Rome s.or if fometimes they were fiatched from 
th leafures to an imperial 


and haturally as 

Mal equal, why? all 

i jpot of his 

wut of the whole. ‘This then may be 
‘in all times, few ever ar- 


ey 
Said as to the condition 

‘rived 'to.a middle fortune; moft have lived at the loweft, 

pe mounted to the higheft; neither by birth, for 

‘was ever born’ prince, as-nb prince to my remem- 

on induitry, becaufe™ 


moft prodij fortune gained a fceptre, 
arc vile heads Seer mea crowa. | 
Praife is greateft encouragement we cl eons can 
‘pretend to, or rathér the manna that keeps foul and body 
together; we devour nehneet mit angels’ eee 
vainly think we grow imniortal. “For my own ace 
- an ror j ban 
You gaze at beaut Ze Blemithe), a8 
f difcovers the acutencfs 


jip thete is nothing tran-° 
‘next to love, like commending in the right 
this your's; aud 
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_ > Alexander, whom I have raiféd from tle dead, comes to 
you with the affurance anfwerable to his character and 
your virtue. You cannot expeét him in his majefty of two 
thoufand years ago; Thave only put his afhes in an urn, 
which are noweefiered with all obfervance to your Lord- 






hhip, by ; ' 
: My Lord, 
your Lordthip’s 
ro : 
moft humble, 
obliged, 26 HA 
~ ave 
° 
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TO MR. LEE ON HIS ALEXANDER. 


"Tue blatt of common cenfure could I fear 
Before your Play myname fhould not appear, 
For ’t will be thought, and with fome colour too, 
I pay the bribe J firfl receiv’d fronryou, 
"Vhot gputage! yotebers for our fame we itamd, 
" »a¢ into each other’s hand, 
Dem'worths to ourfelves afford 
jot the brothers of the fword. 
Ops ie seivateemen mayewell endure 
Whrot tae, sad kings themfelves are got fecure; 
teneconfeious of tMtcir inward guilt, ~ 
“Think the belt aétiéns on by-ends are built : 
Ard yet my filence had not 'feap’d their fpite, 
‘Then envy hail not fuffer’d me to write; 
fet fince 1 could not ignorance pretend 
‘Such merit 1 mait envy or commend. 
Soynany candidates there ftand for wit 
A plige in court is fearce fo hard to get 5 
In vain they crowd each other at the door, 
Ww (Por ev'n reverfions are all begg’d before ; 
ANctert, haw knowatoc’er, is long delay’ 
, i then too fools and knaves are better pay’d: 
ct ad fome ations bear fo great a name 
‘That courts themfelves are juft for fear of fhame, 
So has the mighty merit of your Play 
Extorted pred and fore’d itfelf a way. 
*Tis here as ’tis at fea, who fartheft gocs, 
Or dares the moft, makes all the reft his foes. 
Yet when fpme virtue much outgrows the reit 
It frocgs too faft and high to be expreft, 
As his heroick worth ftrack envy dumb 
*_-Who took the Dutchman and who cut the boom. 
\Yuch praife is your’s, while you the paffions move, 
‘That ’tis no longer feign’d “tis real love, - 
— Where nature triumphs over wretched art 5 
We only warm the head, but you the heart : 
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Hepnsstion and Lysimacnysy » Cuvrus partis 
| Sige degen penn icresiare 
be . 
oy d 
, Cuvrus. 
Wiitar! are yemadmen?: This a tinge for quarrel? 
Put up Ifay—or by form’d me 
He wh 0 refuges: rte 
Lap have his fworde 
, Lyf. not, old Clytus! 
(* Clyt. Hairbrain’d boy youmult not. * 
_ Heph. Lend methy thou father of the war, 
Hee ig? --fam’d guard of Alexander’s life. 
‘urfe on this: weak untxecuting:arm! 
Not: Lend it, did Clytusyto redeem my fame ; 
‘"Guyfimachtts is bravey'andelfe will feorn me. 
* <eba Tiare tae thy vor am fine thou’ bet on 
+ Know 'tis thy glory that thoudy't by me foal 
Ciyt, Seay thee Lyfimachus ; hold 





‘That firft n pap coe} 
pacer nd. 
. Some prop’rertime-muft it 
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I knew ’em. t 
The whole fex is not See ee a 
Lyf. Our caufe of quarrel may to thee feem light, 
But know a lef has fet the world in arms. 
Clyt. Yes, Troy they, tell us by a woman fell; 
Curie on the {exs they-ate the bane of virtue! 
Death! I'd rather this right arm were loit 
‘Than that the king thould hear of your imprudence— 
‘What, on a day es fet apart for triumph! 
Lyf: We were indeed to blame, Wy 
* Cht. This memorable sab 
‘When our hot matter, who: rakerpr oh 7 
Outrides the fan, and fights: i 
‘To fpread his conqueits and dit ine me, 
Now bids the trumpet for a while bedilenty >. 
And plays with monarché wham be us’d todrive, .), 
Shall we by broils awake him.into mge, 
And roufe the lion that hasceas’d to roar? 


nit: Clytus, thou ’rt-rigl it up thy fword Hephe- 
affion not eclips’d the light.of-reafon *bitjon: 


Tre ld we might thiseonfequence- have fens | 

Heph. Why hasnot reafon pow'r to eeangue love? 
Why are we thus enflay'd? |» os 

Clyt. Becaufe unmann’d, ty v~t 
Becaute ye follow Alexander's ftepss ‘ 
Heav’ns! that a face thould thus bewitch. his. foul 

~ And ruin all that’s greatand.godlike init) .j 

‘Talk be my bane, yet the oldman gut talk sc 
Not fo he lov’d when heatdffus fought © ee) 
And join’d in mighty combatwithDarinsysts %» 
Whom from hjs chariot, flaming. alk-with gemsy, 
He hurl’d to-carth and cateh’d, Lerown.. | 
?T was not the thaft,of Lover 'd that feats 
‘He knew no Cupids thene mark the change; - 
A brace of Rival Queensembroil,the court, ..« 
And while each is thus emiploy'’d perm 
Where has he room fog gtorgit madi as 

Hele da hisheart, so , ube ge 
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it, Well faid youl Minion !—T indeed forgot 
‘To whom L{poke—But Syfigambis comes: 
Now is your time, for-withher comes an idol 
"Vhat claims homage-—I’Il attend the king. [Exit, 
Banter Sysicamurs with a letter, and Parrsavis. 
Syf, Why will ye wound me with your fond complaiutey 
And urge a fuit that I'can never grant? 
You know my, child, *tis Alexander's will; 
Here he demands you for hislov’d Hepheilions 
“lo difobey him might inflame his wrath, 
And plunge our houfe in ruins yet unknown. 
Rar. Lo footh this god and charm him into temper 
Is theredio viétim, none but Parifatis? 
»Mutt I be doom’d to wretchednef and wo 
‘That others may enjoy the conq’ror’s fimiles? 
Oh {if you everstov’d my royal fathers— 
And fure you did, your gifthing tears proclaim it — 
If itill his name bedear, have pity on me? 
He would not thus have fore’d me to defpair; . 
Indeed he would not—Had I begg’d him thus 
‘He would have heard me ere my heart was broke. 
* Sy, When will my fufPrings end? oh when, ye Gods! 
For fixty rolling years my foul has {tood 
‘The Qead viciflicudes of fate unmov'd ; 
J thought ’em your decrees, and therefore yielded : 
put this laft trial, as it fprings from folly, 
Exceeds my fuff’rance, and I muft complain. 
Lyf When Syfigambis mourns no common wo 
Can be the canfe—'tis mifery indeed. 
Yet pardon, mighty queen! a wretched prince 
‘Who thus prefumes to plead the caufe of lave. 
Beyond my life; beyond the world, [ Kneeling. I prive 
Fair Parifatis. Hear me I conjure you! 
‘As you have authoriz’d Hepheltion’s vows 
Reject not minegrant me but equal leave 
‘To frve the princess; and let love decide. 
Heph. A dlefling like the beauteous PariZatis 
Whole years of fervice, and the world’s wide empire, 
\ With all the blood that circles.in our veins, 
Can never merit, therefore in my favour 
_ Tbegg'd the king tointerpoferhis int’reft, 
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‘Therefore I begga your majeity’s affiftance ; 


Your word is puit, and all my hopes reft on’t. 
Lif. rifing.) Perith fuch hones! for love's a gen’rons 
Which fecks the happine’s of her we lore (palfivn, 


Beyoud th’ enjoyment of our own defires; 
Nor kings nor parents here have onglit to do: 
Love owns no influence, and difdains contro! ; 
Let "em Rand neuter—'t is all T afk. 
Heph. Such arrogance did Alexander woo 
Would lofe him all the conquefts he has won. 
Lyf. To talk of conqueits well becomes the man 
Whofe life and fword are but his rival’s gift! 
Sy/. It grieves me, brave Vipflsiachies to fina, 
My pow’r fall thort of my defires to ferve you: nA 
You know Hepheftion firit declar’d his love, 
And 'tis as trae Lpromis’d him my aid; 
Your glorious king, his mighty advocate, 
Became himfelfan "humble ‘i liant for him. 
Forget her prince, and triumph o'er your paffiou, 
A conqueft worthy, of a foul like thine. 
Lyf. Forget her Madam! fooner fhall the Suu 
Forget to fhine and tumble from his fphere. 
Alas! the flream that circles thro’ my heart 
Is tefs than love effential to my being! 
Farewell great queen—my honour now demands‘ 
"That Alexander thould himfelf explain 
‘hat wondrous merit which exalts hisfav’rite, 
And calts Lyfimachusat fuch a diftance. LExin. 
Sy/. In this wild tranfport of ungovern’d patfion 
‘Too far Ifear he will incenfe the king. 
Is Alexander yet, my Lord, arriv’d? 
Heph. Madam, 1 know not; but Cafiander comes ; 
He may perhaps inform us. 
Sy/: 1 would fhun him: 
Something there is, 1 know not why, that fhocks me, 
Something my~nature thrinks at when I fee him. 
[Exeunt. 





Enter Cass anver. 
Caf. The face of Day now bluthes fcarlet deep, 
Now blackens into night; the low’ring Sun, 
As if the dreadful bus’nefs he foreknew, 
Drives heavily his fable chariot on. [Thunder 
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How fierce it lightens! how it thunders round me! 

All Nature feems alarm’d for Alexander. 

Why, be itfo: her pangs proclaim my triumph. 

My foul’s firft withes are to ftartic Fute 

And @rike amazement thro’ the hoft of heav's, 

A mad Chaldean with a flaming torch 

Came to my bed laft night, and bellowing o’er me, 

4+ Well had it been,” he ery’d, “ for Babylon 

“Uf curit Caffander never had been horn.”? 

Enter Tuessarus with a packet. 

How now? dear Theflalus! what packet ’s thut? 
From Macedon 5 a truity flave juft brought it. 

‘Your father chides us for our cold delay; 








He fays Craterus, by the king’s appointment, 


Comes in his room to govern Macedon, 
Which nothing.but the tyrant’s deathcan hinder; 
‘Therefore he bids us boldly ftrike, 
Or quit our purpofe and coufefs our fears. 

Caf. Is not his fase refolw’d? this night he dies, 
And thus my father but foreitals my purpofe. 
‘How am I flow then? If Lrode on thunder, 
Wing’d as thelightning, it would afk fome moments 
gets os blaft the growth of this Coloffus. 

i Mark where the haughty Polyperchon comes! 

sont Re by pak wale 


+ Swells in his heart, and ftings him into madnefs, 


Caf. Now, now’s our time; he muit, he fhall, be ours : 
His haughty foul will kindle at his wrongs, 
Blaze into rage, and glory in revenge. 

Enter Poryrexcuon. 

Poly. Still as I pals frefh murmurs fill my ¢ears3 
All talk of wrongs, and mutter their complaints. 
Poor foullefs reptiles !—their revenge expires 
In idle threats—the fortitude of cowards! 
‘Their proyince is to talk, ’t is mine to at, 
Afi thew this tyrant when he dar’d to wrong me 
He wrong’ a man whofe attribute is vengeance. 

Caf. Ail nations baw their heads with fervile homage, 
And kis the feet of this exalted man. 
“The name, the thout, the bla, from ev'ry mouth 
Is Alexander! Alexander fluns 
‘The lil'ning ear and drowns the voice of Heav’a! 

¥ 
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‘The earth’s commanders fawn liké crouching fpanicls; ~ 
And if this hunter of the barb’rous world 
But wind himfelfa god all echo him 
With univerfal cry: ii t 

Poly. 1 fawn or echo him! - ‘ 


Caffander no my foul difdains the thought! 

Let eaftern flaves or proftituted Greeks 

Crouch at his feet, or tremble if he frown; 

When Polyperchon can defeend fo low, 

Falfe to that honour which thro’ fields of death 

J ill have courted where the fight was fierceft, 

Be {corn my portion, infamy my lot, <n, 
Thx. The king may doom me to a thoufand tortures, , 

Ply me with fire, and rack me like Philotas, 

Ere I ihall floop ta idolize his pride. J 
Caf. Not Anitagner, had he rais’d allhell, 

Cou’d more have fhock’d my foul than thou baft done 

By the bare mention of Philotas’ murder, 

Oh Polyperchon ! how thall I deferibe it! 

Did not your eyes rain blood to fee the hero? 

Did not your {pirits burft with Amother'd vengeance 

‘lo fee thy noblefellow-warriour tortur’d, 

Yet without groaning or a tear endure 

‘Lhe torments of the damn’d} Oh ! death to think i! 

We faw him bruis’d, we faw his bones laid bare, 

His veins wide lae’d, and the poor quiv’ring flesh 

With fiery pincers from his bofom torn, 

‘Till all beheld where the great heart lay panting. 
Poly. Yet all like ftatues ftood !—cold lifelefs ftatues # 

AAs if the fight had froze us into marble, 

When with collected rage we fhould have flown 

‘Lo inftant vengeance on the ruthlefs caufe, 

And plung’d a thottfand daggers in his heart. 
Caf. At our lait banquet, when the bow!/had gone 

"The giddy round, and wine inflam’d my (pirits, 

1 faw Craterus and Hephedtion enter 

In Perfian robes ; to Alexander’s health 

"Phey largely drank, and falling at his feet 

With impious adoration thus addrele’d 

‘Their idol god; Hail, fon oftthund’ring Jove t 

Hail, firlt of kings! young Asmmony live for ever} «= 

‘Thea kifs'd the ground, en which I laugh’daloudy —- * 

“ 
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And {coffing afk’d "em why they kifs’d ao harder? 
‘Whereon the tyrant, ftarting from his throne, 
Spurn’d me to carth, and ftamping on my neck, 
Learn thou to kifsit, was his fierce reply, 

While with his foot he prefs'd ana tie earth 

‘Til I lay welt’ring in a foam of blood. 

Poly. Thus when T mock’d the Perfians that ador’d him 

He firuck meon the face, 
And bid his guards chaftife me like a flave: 
But if he "feape my vengeance may he live 
Great as that god whofe name he thus profanes, 
And like a flave may Lagain be beaten, 
Scoff'd as I pafs, and branded for a coward. 
+" Caf. There {poke the fpirit of Califthenes, 

Remember he’s man, his fleth as penetrable 
Asany girl’s, and wounded too as fogns 
"To give him death no thunders are required : 
Struck by aftone young Jupiter has fall’n, 
A {word has piere’d him aud the blood has follow’d, 

| Water will drown him, or the fire will burn ;, 
Nay, we have feen an hundred common ailments 
Bring this immertal to the gates of death. 

Poly. Ob let us not delay the glorious bus’nefs! 
Our yrongs are great, and honour calls for veageance. 
Are Shes hearts firm? 

. Thef. As Heav'n or Hell can make “em. 

Poly. Take then my hand, and if you doubt my trath 
Rip up my breaft and lay my heart upon it. 

Caf: While thus we join our hands and hearts together 
Remember Hermolaus, and be hufh’d. 

Poly. Huth'd as the eve before an hurricane, 
Or baleful planets when they.fhed their poifons. 

Caf. This day exulting Babylon receives _ 
‘The mighty robber—with him comes Roxana, 
Fierce haughty fair !\on his return from India 
Ajfful fhe met him in the height of triumph, 
Aad By a thoufand wiles at Sufa kept hue 
In all the luxury of eaftern revels. 

Poly. How bore Statira his revolted love? 
‘For if 1 err not ere the king efpous’d her 
She made him promife torenounce Roxana. 

Thef, No words can paint the aoguifh it aes 5 

ay 
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Ev'n Syfigambis wept, while the wrong’d queén, 
Beebe hearted lifelefs on riceeunets 
And thug remain’d, fpite of her care and cordials, 
Tor an hour. 
Caf. When the firft tumult of her grief was laid 
I fought to fire her into wild revenge, 
And to that end with.all the art I could’ 
Defcrib’cbhis paffion forthe bright Roxana; 
But tho’ I could not to my wih inflame her, 
Thus far at leatt her jealoufy: will help 5 
She'll give him troubles that perhaps may end him, 
And fet the court in univerfal uproar. 
But fee, he comes. Our plots begin to ripen ; 
Now change the vizor, ev'ry one difperfe, 
‘And with aface of friendfhip meet the king.  [Exeunt, 
Enter Svsicaynts, Sarina, and Bawtsatis. 
Stat. Oh for a dagger, a draaght of poison, ames! 
Swell heart! break, fos thou wretched ftubborn thing f 
Now by the facred fire 1’ not be held! 
Why do you with my life, yet itifle me for 
Want of air?-——Pray give me leave to walk. 
Sy/. Ts there no rev’rence to my perfon due? 
‘T'ruft me, Statira, had thy father liv’d 
Darius woo'd have heard me. " 
Stat. Ob he’s falfe ! 
‘This glorious man, this wonder of the world, 
Is to his love and ev'ry god forefworn ! 
Oh! I have heard him breathe fach ardent vows, 
Qutweep the morning with his dey eyes, 
And figh and fwear the liftning ftars away ! 
Syf: Believe not rumour 5 "tis impoflible: 
‘Thy Alexander is renown’d for truth, 
Above decgit— 
Stat. Away, and let me die: . 
*T was but my fondnefs, ’twas my eafy natures, 
Wou'd have excus’d hith,—— “4 < 
Are not his falfehoods and Statira’s wrongs 
A fubjeét canvafs’d in the mouths of millions? 
‘The babbling world cam talk of nothing elfe. 
Why, Alexander, why wouldit thou deceive met! 
Have L not lov’d thee, cruel asthouarth =. 4 
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Have I not kife’d thy wounds with dying fondnefs, 
Bath’d ’em in tears, and bound.’em with my hair! 
Whole nights Lave fatand watch’d thee asa child, 
Lull'd thy fierce pains, and fung thee to repofe ! 

Pag. Lf man can thus renounce the folemn ties 
Of facred love who wou'd regard his vows? 

Stat. Regard his vows! the montter, traitor! Oh! 
I will forfake the haunts of men, converfe 
No more with aught that’s human, dwell with darknefs 5 
For fince the fight of him is now unwelcome, 

‘What has the world to give Statira joy ? 

Yer,I mutt tell thee, perjur'd as he ts, 

Not the foft breezes of the genial fpring, 
|-'he fragrant violet or op’ning rofe, 

an hal a as Alexander’s breath. 

‘hen he will talk—good Gods! how he will talk! 
He peaks the kindeit worls, and looks fuch things, 
Vows with fuch paffion, and fwears-with fuch a graces 
‘That it is heav’n tobe deluded by him! 

Sy/. Her forrowa mutt have way. 

. Stet. Roxana then enjoys my perjur’d love, 
Roxana clafps my monarch in her arms, 

Dotes on my cong’ror, my dear lord, my king ! 
Oh, ‘s: too much! by Heav’n I cannot bear it! 
She cfafps him all—fhe, the curt happy the — 
I'll die, or rid me of the burning torture! 

‘Hear me bright god of Day! hear ev'ry god. 

Sy/. Take heed Statira, weigh it well my child, 
‘Ere defp’rate love enforces you to fwear, 

Svat. Oh! fear not that, already have L weigh'd it, 
And in the prefence here of Heav’n and you 
Renounce al converfe with perfidious man, 
Farewell ye coz’ners oftour eafy fex } 

And thou, the falfelt of the faithlefs kind, 

Farewell for ever! Oh, farewell farewell! 

If 1@ut mention him the tears will flow ! 

How cbuldit thou, ervel! wrqng aheart skemine, 

Tei fonds thus doting, ev’n tomadect, on thee! 
sy/: Clear up.thy griefs,ithy ler comes, 

‘Triumphanbin the {poils of coaquer’d Indias, 

‘This day the herwenters Babylon. . 


orerr 
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Stat. Why, let him comesalleyeswill gazewith rapture, 
All hearts will joy to fee the viétor pals, 
All but the wretched the forlorn Statira. 
Sy/- Wilt thou not fee him then? 
Stat, liwear, and Heav’n be witnels to my vow! [Kneels. 
Never from this fad hour, never to fee 
Nor {peak, no, nor, if poflible, to think 
Of Alexander more. This is my vow, 
And when I break it—— 
Syf: Do not ruin all. 
Stat. May I again be perjur'd and deluded! 
May Furies rend my heart! may lightnings blaft met 
Sy/: Recall, my child, the dreadful imprecation, 
Stat. No, I will publith it thro’ all the court, 
‘Then to the bow’rs of great Semiramis 
Retire for ever from the treach’rous world, 
‘There from man’s tight will Izonceal my woes, 
And feek in folitude a calm repofe. 
Nor pray’ys nor tears fhall my refolves control, 





Nor love itfelf, that tyrant of the foul. [2xeunt. 
ACT Il. 
Scene, a triumphal arch. r 


Cassanver and Poryrercuon. 


Cassannen. 
Hr comes, the headlong Alexander comes 
‘The gods forbid him Babylon im-vain; 
In vain do prodigies foretel bis fall: 
Attended by a theang, of feepter’d flaves 
"This rapid conq’ror of the ravag’d globe 
Makes his appearance, and defies the danger. 

Ply, Why all this noife—ye partial Pow're declare— 
Thefe itarts of nature, "ata tyrant’s doom ? 0 
Is Alexander of fuch wondrous moment 5 
‘That Heav’n should feel the wild alarms of fear, 
And Fate itfelf become a babbler for him? 

we Cas’d in the very arms we faw him wear 
‘The fpirit of his father haunts the court 
In all the majefty of folemm forrow; 
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The awful fpeétre fix'd his eyes upon me, 
‘Wav'd his pale hand—and threatful thook his head, 
Groan’d out Forbear——and vanin'’d from my views 
A fear till'then unknown poffefs'd my foul, 
And fack’ning Nature trembled at the fight! 
Poly. Why thould you tremble?--Had the yawning earth 
Laid all the tortures of the damn’d before me 
My foul, unthaken in her firm refolve,’ 
Wou’d brave thofe tortures and purfue the tyrant. 
Caf: Yes, Polyperchon, he this night thall die; 
Our plots in fpite of prodigies advance; 
Succefs attends us—Oh, it joys my foul 
‘To dea} deftru@tion like the hand of Heay'n, 
“Felt while unfeen! 
Poly. The Perfians all diffatisfy’d appear, 
Loudly they murmur at Statira’s wrongs, i‘ ‘ 
And fiercely cenfure Alexender’s falfehood. 
Caf. 1 know he loves Statira more than life, 
And when he hears the folemn vow the made, 
‘The oath that bars her from his fight for ever, 
Remorfe and horronr will at once invade him, 
Rend his wreck’d foul, and roth him into madnefs. 
Poly, Of that anon—the court begins to thicken 5 
Fromgy’ry province of the wide-fpread earth 
Ambaffadors in Babylon are met, 
‘As if mankind had previoully agreed 
‘To compliment the tyrant’s boundlefs pride, 
And hold a folemn fynodvof the world 





Where Alexander likéa god fhould diétate. t 
Caf We tnuit away of mingle with the crowd, 
Adore this god till apt occafion-calls 
‘To make him what he wou’d be thought—immortal. 
[Bxceunt, 
A fymphony of eoarlike mufick, 


Enter, Cuvrvus, and Avisvanpen in dis robes. 
Arif}. Hale, rev'rend Clytus; halte and flop the king: 
Clyé Already ishe enter'd, and the throag 

OF princes that farround him is aoe 

They keep at diftance allthat would approachs 

* drift. Were heencizcled by the gods themfelves 

I mutt be heard, for death awaits his fay. ~ d 
Clyt. Then place yourfelf within his trumpet's found 

Shortly he'll appear. [Exeunt. 
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Enter AvExanner ina triumphal car drawn by black flaves, 
trophies and warlike enfigns in beret fri dim 5 
Cryrus, Hernestion, Lysimachus, ARISTANDER, 
Captives, Guards, and Attendants. 

" } yi 

Sce the conq’ring hezo comes, 

Sound the trampet best the drams 5 

Sports prepare, the ing, 

Sports of triumph to him fing. 

Sce the godlike youth advance, 

Breathe the fiute and lead the dance; 

Myrtle wreath and rofes twine 

‘To deck the hero's brow divine. - 
Heph. Hail, fon of Jove! great Alexander! hail. 
Alex, Rife all; and thou my fecond felf, my friend, 

Oh, my Hepheftign! raife thee from theearth ! 

Come to my arms, and hide thee in my heart ; 

Nearer, yet nearer, elfe thou lov’ft me not. 
ed Not love my king! bear witnefs all ye Paw’rs, 

And let your thunder sabe to the centre 

If facred friendhhip ever burn’d more brightly! 

ae mmortal bofoms can alone admit fics 
flame more , More anent, mine. 

Alex. Thou Neiots to me than my groves of larg), 

T know thou low’ft thy Alexander more 

Than Clytus does the king. 

Lyf. Now for my fate! 

T fee that death awaits me—yet P’ll.on. 

Dread Sir! I caft me at your royal feet. 

Alex. Rife, my Lyfimachus; thy veins and mine 

From the fame fountain have deriv’d their ftreams: 

Rife to my arms, and let thy king embrace thee. 

Is not that Clytus? 

Clyt, Your old faithful foldier, 
Alex, Clytus, thy hand—thy hand Lyfimaghus ; 

‘Thus Goulte pie methinks 2 

I ftand tremendous as the rphek ad 

Who while his priefts and Iq facred blood 

Ackoowledg’d me his fon: my lightning thou, 

And thou my mighty thunder. I feen 

‘Thy glitt’ring {word outfly celeftial fire 5 
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‘And when Dave cry'd Begone and execute, 
T’ave fen him run dwifter than farting hinds, 
Nor bent the tender grafs beneath his feet. 

Lyf. When fame invites, and Alexander leads, 
Das rs and toils but animate the brave. 

Chit, Perith the foldier inglorious and defpis’d 

Who itarts from either-when the King cries—On, 

lex. Oh Clytus! Oh my tioble veteran! 
Twas, I remember, when I pafs’d'the Granicus 
His ann prefers’d me from unequal force: 
When fierce Itanor and the bold Rhefaces 
Fell both upon me with two mighty blows, 
And clove my temper’d heliter quite afunder, 

+" Then like a god flew'Clytus to my aid; 

Thy rar sitar ecra ries the ground, 
And turn'd witl wengeance.on Jtanor, 
Clyt. To your own'deeds that was govowe, 
And fure yourarmsdid never boat a nobler, 
Ales. By Heav'n they never did; they never cans 
And I more glory to have pafs’d that ftream 
"Than to have drove a million o’er the plain. 
Can none remember, yes; I know all mutt, 
When Glory like the dazalin, ng eagle ftood 
Perck’d on my beaver in the Granick flood, 
When Fortune’sfelf my ftandard trembling bore, 
« And the pale Fates ftood frighted on the thore, 
When each immortal on the billows rode, 
And I myfelf appear’d'the leading god ? 
* Arift. Hafte, heroes, from this fatal place 5 
ar, far from Babylon enjoy:your tritmph, 
Or: all the which ich your youthrhas won 
Are blafted in their {pri 
Alex. What mean thy 2 
And wh that wild dilfradtion ont brow? 


Arif. morny  Eview’d the angry {k: 
Ait frighted at the tl rai ee 
‘To Otofmades ferii 


But as I pray’d deep 

And fii oa of the Se oe for fin. 
“Shock’d at the omen, whileamaz’d I lay: 

Tn proftrate rev’rence on the trembling floor, 
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"Thus fpoke the god! \ 
‘The brightet glory of imperial 

The pri of auioesjanchehetbontend Baas , 


Remorfelefs Fatein Babylon has doom’d 
To {udden and irrevocable ruin. » \ 
Alex, Tf Heav’mordains that Babylon muft fall 
Can I prevent th’ immutable decree ? 
Enter Permecas. 
Per. O horrour! horrour! ‘dreadful and portentous! 
Alex. How now Perdiceas!whence this exclamation? 
Per, As Meleager and myieli this morn 
Led forth the Perfian horfe to exercife 
We heard a noife as of a rufhing wind, 
‘When fuddenly a fight of birds, 
Like a ee icjoriea riage face of heay’ 15 
On founding vwi diff’rent parte they flew, 
Encoupttring pre battled in the air, | 
‘Their talons clath’d, their beaks gave mighty blows, 
And thow’rs of blood fell copious from their wounds, 
‘Alex, Tho’ all-the curtains of the ficy were drawn, 
And the ftars wink, young-Ammon fhall go on. 
While my Statira fhines Lcannot flray, 
Love lifts his torch to light meon my way, 
And her bright eyes create another days 
Lgf. Vouchiafe, dread Sir! to hear: my humble this 
A prince entreatsit. 
Alex. A foldier alks it; that’s the nobleft claim. 
Lyf. Yor all the fervices my word has done 
Humbly I beg the princefs Parifatis. 
Alex. Lyfimachus, 10 more—it isnot well — 
My word, you know, was to Hepheition giv’n: 
How dare you then ———- «> 
Lyf. At your commandite fealé th? embattled’ wall, 
Or fetch the gore-dy’ditandard from the foes 
‘When has Hepheftion flown with warmer zeal? 
When did he leave Lyfithachus behind? ven 6 
‘Thefe I have done, for thefe were in my pow'rs © 
But when you charge me te-renounce my love, © 
And from my thoughts to Nn tae < 
Obedience there * 
Nature revolts, and mywhole: foul rebels Asi Aral 
Alex, It does, brave Sir!—Now hear me, and be dumb, 
a 
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‘When by my order curft Califthenes 
‘Was as a traitor doom’d to live in torments, 
Your pity fped him in defpite of me. 
‘Think not I have forgot your infolence, 
No, tho’ I pardon’d t—Yet if again 
‘Thou dar’ft to crofs me with another crime 
—Dixe bolts of fury thall be doubled on thee. 
In the mean-time—think not of Parifatis, 
For if thou doft—by the immortal Ammon 
Ill not regard that blood of mine thou thar’it, 
But ufe thee as the’ Macedonian. 
Lyf. Uknew you partial ere I mov'd my fuit, 
Yet know it fhakes not my determin’d purpofe; 
‘Whiled have life and flrength to wield a fword 
I never will forego the glorious claitn, 
Alex. Againit my life! ha! traitor, gvas it fo? 
°Tis faid that Lam rathy oPhafty humour; 
But I appeal to the immortal gods 
If ever petty, poor, provincial, lord 
Had tempter like to mine? My dave, whom I 
Could tread to clay, dares utter bloody threats. 
*Clyt. Forgive, dread Sir! the frantick warmth of love; 
‘The noble prince, I read it in his eyes, 
‘Wou'g die a thoufand deaths to ferve his king, 
And juttify his loyalty and trath. 
+ Lyf: I meant his minion there thould feel my arm: 
Love claims hisblood, nor fhall he live to triumph 
In that dettruction that awaits his rival. 
Alex, I pardon thee for my old Clytus' fake; 
But if once more thoumention thy rath love, 
Or dar’ft attempt Hepheltion’s precious life, 
T'll-pour fuch forms of indignation on thee 
Philotas’ rack, Califthenes’ difgrace, 
Shall be delight to what thou thalt endure. 
Chyt, My, Lord, the aged queen, with Parifatis, 
‘Conte to congratulate your fafe arrival. 
Enter Sy stcamers and Parisatiz. 
Alex. Oh thou, the belt of women, Syfigambis! 
Source of my joy, bleit parent of my love! 
A Sion hizablecduays tHe gods ae iyow 
Permit us, Sir, with gratitude to kneel. 
‘Thro’ you the royal houfe of Perfia ee - 





—EEE T ee 
26 ALEXANDER THE GREAT. all, 


Rais’d from the depth of wretchednefs and ruin, 

Tn all the fplendour of imperial greatnefs. 

"To meet me thus was gencroufly-donc, 

But {till there wants to crown my happinefs, 

"That treafure of my foul, my dear Statira! 

Had he but come to meet her Alexander 

Thad been blett indeed. 

Clyt. Now who fhall dare 
‘To tell him of the queen’s vow? 

Alex. How fares 
My love?—Ha! neither anfwer me! ali filent! 
A fudden horrour, like a bolt of ice, 

Shoots to my heart, and numbs the feat of life. 
Aleph. T would relate it, but my courage fails me. 
Alex. Why fland you all as you were rooted here? 

What! will none apfwer? my Hepheftion filent! 

If thou haft any love for Alex#uder, 

If ever I oblig’d thee by my care, 

‘When thro’ the field of death my eye has wateli’d thee, 

Refolve my doubts, and refcue me from madness. 

Heph. Your mourning quecn has no difeafe but grief, 
Occafion’d by the jealous pangs of love. * 
She heard, dread Sir! (for what can "feape @ love-) 
‘That you, regardlefs of your vows, at Sufi 
Had to Roxana’s charms refign'’d your beart, 

‘And revell’d in the joys you once forefwore. 

+ 1 own the fubtile fore’refs in my eiut, 

My reufon goue, feduc’d me to her bed, 

But when I wak'd I thook the Circe off, 

‘Tho’ the enchantrefs held me by the arm, 

And wept and gaz’d with all the force of love 

Nor griev’d I lefs for that which I had done 

Than when,at Thais? {nity enrag’d with wine, 

I fet the fam’d Perfepolis on fire. 

Heph. Your queen Statira, in the rage of grief, 
And agony of defp'rate Ibve, has fworm . 
Never to fee your Majefty again. 

Alex, Oh Madam! has the? has Statira fworn 
Never to fee her Alexander more? 

Impoflible! the cou’d not, wou’d not, fwear its 

Ts the not gentle as the guilclefs imfant, 
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Mild as the genial breezes of the pring, 
And fofter than the melting fighs of love? - 
Par. With forrow, Sir, L heard the folemn vow, 
My mother heard it, and in vain adjur’d her 
By e#’ry tender motive to recall it, + 
‘Sy/. But with that fiercenefs the refents her wrongs, 
Dwells on your fault, and heightens the offence, 
That I could with your Majeity forget her. 
Alex. Ha! could you me to forget Statira! 
The itar which brightens Alexander's life, 
His guide by day and goddefs of his nights! 
I feel her now, fhe beats in.ev'ry pulle, 
, Throbs at my heart, and circles with my blood! 
+" Syf Have patience fon, and truft to Heav’n and me; 
Tf my authority has any intluence 
I will exert it, und the thall be your's, 
Alex. Haite, Madam, hafte, if you would have me live 
Fly ere for ever fhe abjure the world, 
And itop the fad proceffion : [Exit Sy/:J and Parifatis, 
Hang thou about her, wath her feet with tears. 
Nay hatte: the breath of gods and eloquence 
O¥ angels go aiung with you. (Bxit Parljatic. 
Oh my heart! 
“yg Now let your Majelty who feels the pan, 
of he eiueetinveeiakoumines 








e a! 
What, are you mad? is this a time to plead! 
_ Lyf. The prop’refl times he dares not now be partial, 
Tit Heav'a in juttice thould avenge my wrongs, 
And double ev'ry pang which he feels naw. 
Alex. Why doit thou tempt me thus to thy undoing ? 
Death thou thouluit have were it not courted fos 
But know, to thy confulion, that my word, 
Like Deftiny, admits of no repeal ; 
‘Therefore ja chains.thalt thou behold the nuptials 
Of My Hepheition, Guards, take him prifoner. 
f The Guards ferze Lyfimachitse 
Lif. Away ye Slaveei I'll not refign my fword 
‘TH firlt Lave drengh’d it in my rival’s blood. 
* Alex. Ucharge you kill him not; take him alive: 
The dignity of kings is now concera’d, 
Aud I will find a way to tame this rebel, ae 
4 
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Clyt. Kneel—for I fee rage lightning in his eyes. 
Lyf. I neither hope nor will I fue for pardon. 
Had I my fword and liberty again, 
‘Again I would attempt his fav'rite’s heart. 
Alex. Hence from my fight, and bear him to a dungeon. 
Perd iceas, give this lion to a lion: 
None {peak for him: fly; ftop his mouth; away. 
[Exeunt Lyf. Perd. and Guards. 
Clyt. This comes of women—the refult of love : 
"Lis folly all, ’tis frenzy and diftraétion ; 
Yet were heated now with wine I doubt 
I thould be preaching in this fool’s behalf. 
Alex, Come hither Clytus, and my friend Hepheftion ; 
Lend me your arms : 
I fear betwixt Statira’s cruel vows 
And fond Roxana’g arts your king will fail. 
Clyt, Better the race of wonen were deftroyed, 
And Perfia funk in everlaiting ruin! 
Heph. Look up my Lord, and bend not thus your head, 
As if you purpos’d to forfake the world, 
Which you have greatly won, 
Alex, Wou'd fad not; 
‘There's uo true joy in fach unwieldy fortune. 
Eternal gazers lafting troubles make ; 
All find my {pots, but few obferve my brightnefs, 
Stand from about me all, and give me air. 
Yes, I will thake this Cupid from my foul, 
Ul fright the feeble god with war’s alarms, 
Or drown his pow’r in floods of hoftile blood. 
Grant me, great Mars! once more in arms to thine, 
And break like lightning thro’ th’ embattled line, 
‘Thro’ fields of death to whirl the rapid car, 
And blaze amidft the thunder of the war, 
Refiftlefs as the bolt that rends the grove, 
Or greatly perifh like the fon of Jove. _ LB xeunt, 
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ACT IIL 


ScENE, an open court ; trumpets founding a dead march; Ly- 
simachus Jed prifoner ; Evments, Peapiccas, Paki~ 
satis, and Guards. 

Parisatis. 

S-ay my Lyfimachus! a moment ftay! 

Oh, whither art thou going !—hold a moment! 

Unkind! thou know’ my life was wrapt in thine, 

Why wouldtt thou then to worfe than death expofe me? 
Lyf. Ob, may’ thou live in joys without allay! 

Grant it ye Gods! a better fortune waits thee; 

, Live and enjoy it—'tis my dying with, 
"While to the grave the loft Lyfimachus 

Alone retires, and bids the world adieu. 

Par. Ev'n in that grave will Pari(gtis join thee; 

Yes, cruel man! not deat? itfelf hall pari us: 

A mother’s pow’r, a filter's foft’ning tears, 

With all the fury of a tyrant’s frown, 

Shall not compel me to outlive thy lofs. 

Lyf. Were Fito live tll Nature's felf decay’d 
| "This wondrous waite of unexampled love 
| Lnever could repay—Oh Parifatis! 
Thy gharms might fire a coward into courage, 
How muft they aét then on a foul like mine? 
* Defencelefs and unarm’d I fight for thee, 
‘And may perhaps compel th’ aftonifh’d world, 
_And force the king, to own that I deferve thee. 
Eumenes, take the princefs to thy charge. 
Away Perdiccas, a my foul’s on fire. [Exeunt, 


Scene, the palace. 


Enter Roxana and Cassanven. 
Rox. Deferted! faidft thou? for a girl abandon’d! 
A psy girl, made up of wat’ryrclements! 
Shi! the embrace the god of my delires, 
And triumph in the heart Roxana claims? 
Cof. Oh princefs! had you Zen his wild defpair, 
Had you beheld hitn whemhe heard her vow, 
‘ords wou’d but wrong the agonies he felt ; 
He fainted thrice, and life feem d fled for ever; 
And when by our affiduous care recall’d, =} 
ily 
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He fnatch’d his fword, and aim'd it at his breatt, 

Then rail’d at you with moft unheard of curfes. 
Rox. If I forget it may’it thou, Jove, deprive me 

OF vengeance, make me the mo.t wretched thing 

On earth while living, and when dead the loweit * 

Of the fiends. 

Caf. Oh, nobly faid! 

Juil is the veageance which inflames your foul s 

Your wrongs demand it——but let reafon govern 

This wild rage elfe may difappoint your aims. 

Rox. Away, wway, and give a whirlwind room! 
Pride, indignation, fury, and contempt, « 

War in my breait, and torture me to madnefs, 

Caf. Oh! think vor I would check your boldett flights; 
No—I approve ’em, and will aid your vengeance: 
But, princefs, let ug chufe the fafeit courfe, 

Or we may give oar foes new chufe of triumph, 

Should they difeover and prevent our purpofe. 

Rox. Fear not Caffander, nothing thall prevent its 
Roxana dooms him, and her voice ts fate. 

My foul from childhood has afpir’d to empire 5 

In early nonage I was us'd to reign 

Among my fhe-companions; I defpis'd 

‘The trifling arts and little wiles of women, 

And taught ’em with an Amazonian fpirit 

‘To win the feed, to chafe the foaming boar, 

And conquer man, the lawlefs charter’d favage. 
Gaf, Her words, her looks, her ev'ry motion, fires me, 
Rox. But when I heard of Alexander's fame, 

How with a handful he had vanquith’d millions, 

Spoil’d all the Eaft, and captive held our queens, 

Unconquer'd by their charms, 

With heav’nly pity he affuag’d their woes, 

Dry'd up their tears, and footh’d them into peace, 

I hung attentive on my father’s lips, 

And wifh’d him tell the wondrous tale aguin. 

No longer pleafing were my former fports, 

Love had its turn, and all the woman reign’d: 

Tnvoluntary fighs heav'd in my breaft, 

And glowing bhufhes crimfon’d ommy cheeks 

Ev’n in my flumbers I have often mourn’d 

In plaintive founds, and murmur’d Alexander. 
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Caf. Carfe on his name—the dotes upon him ftill. 
Ros. At length this conq’ror to Zogdia came, 
And cover’d o’er with laurels ftorm’d the city: 
But oh Caffander! where thall I find words 
‘To pfint th’ ecftatick tranfports of my foul 
‘When midft a circle of unrivall’d beauties 
I faw myfelf diftinguifh’d by the hero! 
With artlefs rapture I receiv’d his vows, 
"The warmeft fure that ever lover breath’d 
Of fervent love and everlaiting truth. 
Caf. And need you then be told thofe times are pafl? 
Statira now engroffes all his thoughts ; 
. The Perfian queen without a rival reigns 
~ Sole mittrefs of his heart. nor can thy charms, 
‘The brightelt fure that ever woman boaited, 
Nor all his vows of everlaiting love, 
Secure Roxana from difdin and infult. 
Rox. Oh thou hait rous’d the lion in my foul! 
Ha! thall the daughter of Darius hold him? 
No, ’tis refolv’d; I will refume my fphere, 
Or falling fpread a gen'ral rain round me. 
Roxaia and Statira! they are names 
That mutt for ever jars 
Wyicy they encounter thunders muft enfue, 
‘Caf. Behold fhe comes in all the pomp of forrow, 
*Determin’d to fulfil her folema vow ! [They retire. 
Enter Svsigamis and Statins. 
Rox. Away, and let us mark th’ important feene. 
Sy; Oh my Statira! how has paffion chang’d thee! 
‘Think in the rage of difappointed love, 
Tf treated thus and hurry’d to extremes, 
What Alexander may denounce againft us, 
Againtt the poor remains of loft Darius. 
Svat. Oh fear not that! I know he will be kind, 
For my fake kind, to you and Parifatis. 
‘Te® him I rail’d not at his falfehood to me, 
But with my parting breath {poke kindly of him 5 
‘Tell him I weptat our divided loves, ~ 
And fighing fent a lait forgivenets to him. 
Sy/- No, I can neter sgain prefume to meet him, 
Never approach the much-wrong’d Alexander, 
If thow refufe to fee him Ob Statira! 
‘Thy aged mother and thy weeping country 
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Claim thy regard and challenge th: compiffion t 
Hear us Ty cle, and lift vafromelel fpair. 
Stat. Thus low I cait me at your royal feet 
To bathe them with my tears; or if you pleale 
I'll let out life and wath ’em with my blood: 
But I conjure you not to rack my foul, 
Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfeét madnefs: 
Should now Darius’ awful ghott appear, 
And you my mother fland befecching by, 
T would perlift to death and keep my vow. 
Rox. This fortitude of foul compels my wonder. 
Sy/- Hence from my fight! ungrateful wretch begone! 
Hence to fome defert, 
And hide thee where bright virtue never fhone, 
For in the fight of Heav’n I here renounce 
And caft thee off, an alien to my blood. [Exit Sy 
Roxana comes forward. 
Rox. Forgive, great queen ! th’ intrufion of a flranger; 
With grief Roxana fees Statira weep + 
T’ave heard and much applaud your fixt refolve 
‘Lo quit the world for Alexander’s fake, 
And yet I fear fo greatly he adores you 
‘That he will rather chufe to dic of forrow 
‘Than live for the defpis’d Roxana’s charms. ' 
Stat, Spare, Madam, fpare your counterfeited fears; 
You know your beaoty and have prov'd its pow’r: 
Tho’ humbly born, have you not captive held 
In love's foft chains the conq’ror of the world ! 
Away to libertines and boatt thy conquelt, 
A thameful conqueft! In his hours of riot 
‘Then, only then, Roxana could furprife 
My Alexander’s heart. 
Rox, ‘To fome romantick grove’s fequefter’d gloom 
Thy fickly virtue would it feems retire 
‘To shun the triumphs of a favour’d rival. 
Tn vain thou fly'it—for there, even there, I'l] haunt thee, 
Plague thee all day, and torture thee all night: 
‘There fhalt thou hear in what ecftatick joys 
Roxana revels with the firfl of men; 
And as thou hear’ft the rapt’rous fcene recited 
‘With frantick jealoufy thou It madly curfe 
‘Thy own weak charms that could not fix the rover. 
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Stat, How weak is woman! at the ftorm the fhrinks, 
Dreads the drawn fword and trembles at the thunder; 
Yet when ftrong jealoufy inflames her foul 
‘The fword may glitter and the tempeit roar; 

She f@orns the danger and provokes her fate. 
Rival, I thank thee—thou haft fir’d my foul, 
And rais’d a ftorm beyond thy pow’r to lay 5 
Soon fhalt thou tremble at the dire effects, 

And curfe too late the folly that undid thee. 

Rox. Sure the difdain’d Statira dares not mean it. 

Stat. By all my hopes of happinefs I dare: 

And know, proud woman, what a mother’s threats, 
A fifter’s fighs, and Alexander’s tears, 
“Could not effeé thy rival rage has done. 
My foul, that flarts at breach of oaths begun, 
Shall to thy ruin violated rin: = 
I'll fee the King in fpite of all I fwore, 
‘Tho’ curs’d, that thou may’ft never fee him more, 
Enter Avexanver, Heruestion, Ciytus, Se 
Alex, Oly my Statira !—thou relentlefs fair! 
"Tarn thine eyes on me—I would talk to them. 
What thall I fay to work upon thy foul ! 
What words, what looks, can melt thee to forgivenels? 
biog, Talk of Roxana and the conquer’d Indies, 
‘Thy great adventures and fuccefsful love, 
+And I will liften to the rapt’rous tale 5 
But rather fhun me, fhun a defp’rate wretch 
Refign’d to forrow and eternal wo. 

Alex. Ob, I could die, with tranfport die, before thee! 
Would thou but as I lay convuls’d in death 
Caft a kind look or drop a tender tear: 

Say but ’twas pity one fo fam'd in arms, 
One who has ’fcap’d a thoufand deaths in battle, 
For the firft fault fhould fall a wretched victim 
‘To jealousanger and offended love. 

lox, Am I then fall’n fo low in thy efteem. 
‘That for another thou wouldft rather die 
"Than live for me?—How am I alter’d tell me, 
Since lait at Sufa with repeated oaths 
You fwore the conqueit of the world afforded 
Left joy, lefs glory, than Roxana’s love? 

Alex, Voke,takethat conquer’ dworld,difpofe of crowns, 
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And canton ont the empires of the globe! 
But leave me, Madam, with repentant tears 
And undiflembled forrows to atone _ 
The wrongs T’ave offer'd to this injur’d excellence. 
Rox. Yes, I will go, ungrateful as thou art! 
+ Bane to my life, and murd'rer of my peace, 
+ Iwill be gone; this laft difdain has cur’d me. 
But have a care—I warn you not to truft me, 
Or by the gods, that witnefs to chy perjuries, 
1’ raife a fire that fhall confume you both, 
Tho’ I partake the rnin. [Bsit. 
Enter Sysicamers. 
Stat. Alexander !—Oh, is it poflible! 
Immortal gods ! can guilt appear fo lovely? 
Yet, yet 1 pardon, I forgive thee all. 

Ales. Forgive me all! ob catch the heav’aly founds! 
Catch em ye Winds! and as ye fly difperfe 
‘The rapt'rous tidings thro’ th’ extended world, 

‘That all may fhare in Alexander’s joy ! 

Stat, Yes, dear Deceiver! I forgive thee all, 
But longer dare not hear thy charming tonguc, 
For while T hear thee my refolves give way ; 
Be therefore quick, and take thy lait farewell: 
Farewell my love—eternally farewell ! 

Alex. Oh, my Hepheftion! bear me or I fink. 
Why, why Statira, will you ufe me thus? 

I know the caufe, my working brain divines it; 
You fay you’ave pardon’d, but with this referve, 
Never again to blefs me with your love. 

Stat, Allfeeing Heav’n fupport me! 

Alex. Speak to me love; tho’ banifhment and death 
Hang on thy lips, yet while thy tongue pronounces 
The toufick will a while fufpend my pains, 

And mitigate the horrours of defpair. 
‘Oh, could I fee you thus! Pe 

Stat. His forrows wound my heart, . 
Soft pity pleads, and I again muft love him ; 

But I have fworn, and therefore cannot yield. 

Alex, Go then, inhuman ! triumph in my pains, 
Feed on the pangs that rend this wretched heart, 

For now ’tis plain you never lov’d. Statira! 
Ob, I couid found that charming cruel name 
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Vill the tir’d Echo faint with repetition, 
Till all the breathlefs groves and quiet myrtles 
Shook with my fighs, as if a tempeft bow'd ’em: 
My tongue could dwell for ever on that name. 
Statira! oh Statira! 
Svat, Such was his looks, fo melting was his voice, 
Such his foft fighs, and his deluding tears, 
‘When with that pleafing perjur’d breath avowing 
His whilpers trembled thro’ my cred’lous ears, 
nd told the ftory of my utter ruin, 
Gode! if I ftay I fhall again believe: 
Farewell, thou greateit pleafure, greateft pain! 
Alex, I charge ye ftay her; ‘ 
Oh turn thee, thou bewitching brightnefs, turn, 
Hear my laft words, and fee my dying pangs! 
Lo! at your feet behald a monarch fal 9 
A prince who gave the conguer’d world to thee, 
And thought thy love bought cheaply with the gift, 
Whofe glories, laurels, bloom but in thy {miles, 
Now fhrunk and blaited by thy cruel hate, 
Untimely falls. Yet oh! when theu thalt die 
May death be mild, as thou art cruel now, 
And may thy beauties gently fink to earth, * 
Whylegircling angels waft thee to repofe! 
Sy."Art thou wurn'd favage? is thy heart of marble? 
But if this pofture move thee not to pity 
T never will fpeak more. 
Alex, Oli my Statira! 
T fwear, my queen, I'll not outlive our parting. 
My foul grows {till as death. Say, wilt thou pardon? 
*Tis all Lafk. Wilt thou forgive the tranfports 
Of a deep wounded heart, and all is well? 
Stat. Rife, and may Heav'n forgive you like Statira} 
Alex. You are too gracious—Clytus, bear me hence. 
When I amJuid i” th’ earth yield her the world. 
‘These’s fomething here that heaves as cold as ice, 
‘That ftops my breath. Farewell, farewell for ever! 
Stat, Hold off, and let me rur into his arms. 
My life, my love, my ord, my Alexander! 
If thy Statira’s love can give thee joy 
Revive, and be immortal as the gcds. 
Alex. My flutt’ring heart, tumultuous with its blifs, 
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‘Would leap into-thy bofom: tis too much. 

Oh let me prefs thee in my eager arms, 

And ftrain thee hard to my tranfported breait! 
Stat. But thall Roxana- 
Alex, Let her not be nam’d. 

Oh Madam! how fhail 1 repay your goodnefs, 

And you my fellow-warriours, who could grieve 

For your loft king? But talk of griefs no more; 

The banquet waits,and I invite you all. 

My equals in the throne as in the graves 

Without diftin@ion come, and thare my joy. 

Clyt. Excufe me, Sir, if I for once am abfent. 
Excufe thee Clytus! none hall be excus’d: 
All revel out the‘day, *tis my command. i 








Gay as the Perfian god ourfelf will and 

With a crown’d goblet in our lifted hand ; 

Young Ammon and Statira fhall go round, 

While antick meafures beat the burthen’d ground, } 

And to the vaulted fkies our trumpets clangours found, 
[Fxeunt. 





ACT IV. 
Enter Civtus, Heenestion, and Evmenes. 


Cyrus. 


Une meno more, I hate the Perfian drefs, 
Nor thould the King be angry at the rev’rence 
T owe my country—fecred are her cuftoms, 
And honeft Clytus will to déath objerve ’em. 
Oh! let me rot in Macedonian rags, 
Or like Caliithenes be cag’d for life, 
Rather than fhine in fafhions of the Eaft. 
Lum. Let me, brave Clytus, as a friend entreat you? 
Heph. What virtue is there that adorns a throne, 
Exalts the heart, and dignifies the man, 
Which fhines not brightly in our royal matter? 
And yet perverfely you'll oppofe his will, 
And thwart an innocent ual humour. 
Ciyt. Unhurtful! oh! "tis monftrous affeCtation! 
3 s 
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Pregnant with venom in its nature black, 

Aad not to be excus’d! Shall man, weak mau! 

Exaét the rev’rence which we pay to Heav’n, 

And bid his fellow-creatures kneel before him, 

And Yet be innocent? Hepheltion, no; 

The pride that lays a claim to adoration 

Infults our reafon and provokes the gods. 

Eum. Yet what was Jove, the god whom we adore? 

Was he not once aman, and rais’d to heav’n 

For gen’rous a¢ts and virtues more than human? 
Heph. By all his thunder and his fov’reign pow'r 

I'll not believe the world yet ever felt 

,An arm like Alexander's Not that god 

You nam'd, tho’ riding in a car of fire, 

Could in a fhorter {pace do greater deeds, 

Or more effetually have taught mankind 

‘Yo bend fubmiffive and cSntefs his fway. 

Clyt. I tell you, boy, that Clytus loves the King: 

As well as you or any foldier heres 

Yet I difdain to footh his growing pride: 

‘The hero charms me but the god oifends. 

Heph. Then go not to the banquet. 
Chyt. Why, I was bid, 

Young minion, was I not, as well as you? 

I'll go, my friend, in this old habit, thus, 

“And laugh, and drink the King’s health heartily ; 

And whie you blufhing bow your heads to earth, 

And hide them in the dutt. I'l ftand erect, 

Straight as a fpear, the pillar of my country, 

And be by fo much nearer to the gods. 

Heph. But fee, the King appears. 
Enter Avtxanvee, Statina, Sysicamors, Pautsais, 
te 
Par. Oh gracions Monarch! 
him, re Lyfimachus's life! 

Tkdfow you will——the brave delight in merey. 
Alex, Shicld me, Statira, fhield me from her forrows. 
phere oe As oe ep he too late! 

Speak the kind word; let notiyour foldier perifh 

For one rath ation by defpair aceafion'd. 

111 follow.thus, for ever on my knees; 

You thall not pafs. Statira,‘oh entreat pa : 
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Alex. Oh Madam! take her, take her from about me; 
Her ftreaming eyes aflail my very foul, 
‘And hake my beft refolves. 
Stat, Did I not break 
‘Vhro’ all for you? Nay, now my Lord, you muft ? 
By all th’ obedience I have paid y you lon, 
By all your paffion, fighs, and tender loo is, 
‘Oh fave a prince whofe only crime is love! 
Syf: Thad not join’d in this bold fuit my fon, 
But that it adds new Inftre to your honours. 
Alex, Honour! what’s that? Has not Statira faid it? 
Were I the king of the blue firmament, 
And the bold Titans fhould again make war, 
"Tho? my refiltlefs thunders were prepar’d, 
By all the gods he fhould arreft my arm 
Uplifted to deftroythem ! Fly, Hepheftion, 
Fly, Clytus; {natch him from the j jaws of death, 
And to the royal banquet bring him ftraight, 
Bring him in triumph, fit for loads of honour. 
[Lixennt Hepheption, Ce. 
Stat. Why are you thus beyond expreilion kind? 
Oh my Lord! my raptur’d heart, 
By gratitude and love at once inflam'd, - 
With wild emotion fiutters in my breaft; ‘ 
Oh teach it then, inftruct it, how to thank you! 
Alex, Excellent woman | 
"Lis not in nature to {upport fuch joy. 
Stat. Go, my beitlove; unbend yeu at the banquet ; 
Indulge in joy, and laugh your cares away; 
While in the bowers of great Semiramis 
I drefs your bed with all thefweets of nature, 
And crown it as the altar of our loves, 
Where I will lay me down and foftly movra, 
But never clofe my eyes till youreturn, — [Exit Statira. 
Alex, Is the not more than mortal can deftre, ‘ 
As Venus lovely and as Dian chafte? ‘ 
Aund yet I know not why our parting thocks mes 
A ghallly Jenefs fat upon her brow, 
Her voice Tike dying echoes fainter grew, 
And as I wrong her by thewoly fin 
Methought the rings of my great heart-werevcrack’d. 
‘What could it mean? Fi |, Leomadus. + 
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Enter Roxasa, Cassanver, and Poryrercuon, 
Why, Madam, gaze you thus? 
Rox. Fora lait look, 
And to imprint the memory of my wrongs, 
Roxaha’s wrongs, on Alexander’s mind. 
Alex. On to the banquet. [Ex. Alex. Se. 
Rox. Ha! with fuch difdain! 
So unconcern’d! Oh I could tear myfelf, 
Him, you, and all the hateful world, to atoms. 
Caf, Still keep this fpirit up, preferve it ftill, 
And kaow us for your Evcndgs we lke yor rage: 
Here in the fight of Heav’n Caffander fwears, 
Unaw’d by death, to fecond your revenge : 


“Speak hut the word, and fwift as thought can fly 


‘The tyrant falls a victim to your fury. 

Rox. Shall he then die? thall 1 congent to kill him? 
I that have lov’d him witlf that eager fondnefs, 
Shall I confent to have him bafely murder’d, 
Annd fee bim clafp’d in the cold arms of Death? 
No, Caffander, 
Worlds thould not tempt me to the deed of horrour. 

* Poly. The weak fond {eruples of your love might pafé 

‘Was not the empire of the world concern’d ; 
But, Madam, think when time (hall teach his tongue, 
How will the glorious infant which you bear 


“Arraign his partial mother for refufing 


To fix him on the throne which here we offer? 

Caf. 1f Alexander lives you cannot reign, 
Nor will your child: old Syfigambis plans 
Your fure deftruction ; boldly then prevent her: 
Give but the word and Alexander dies, 

Poly. Not he alone, the Perfian race fhall bleed: 
At your command one univerfal ruin 
Shali like a deluge whelm the eaftern world, 
Till gloriowfly we raife you to the throne. 

Rox, But till the mighty-rain be accomplith’d 
‘Where can Roxana fly th’ avenging arms 
OF thofe who muft f this godlike man? 
. Caf. Would you vs fe in thefe expanded arms 
To feek a refuges what could hurt you here? 
‘There you might reign with undiminifh’d luftre 
Queen of the , and emprefs of my i 
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Rox. Difgrac’d Roxana! whither art thou fall’n ? 
Till this curs’d hour I never was unbapo 
‘There’s not one mark of former majeity 
‘To awe the flave that offers at my honour, 

Caf. Impute not, Madam, my unbounded paffiont 
‘To want of rev’rence—I have lov'd you long. 

Rox, Peace, villain! peace, and let me hear no more. 
"Think’l thou 1d leave the bofom of a god 
And {loop to thee, thou moving piece of earth! 

Hence from my fight, and never more prefume 
To meet my eyes; for mark me, if thou dart, 
"To Alexander I'll unfold thy treafon, 

Whole life, in fpite of all his wrongs to me, 
Shall itill be facred, and above thy malice. 

Caf. By your own life, the greateft oath, I fweer 
Caffander’s paffion {pm this hour is dumb, 

Andas the beit atonemént I cah make 
Statira dies, the vittim of your vengeance. 

Rox. Caffander, rife; "tis ample expiation. 
Yes, rival, yes—this night thall be thy lait ; 
‘Dhis night 1 know is deftin’d for thy triumph, 
Aad gives my Alexander to thy arms. 

Oh murd’rous thought ! 

Poly. "Phe bow’rs of great Semiramis are made ¢ 
‘The feene of love; Perdiccas holds the guard. 

Cof. Now is your time, while ‘Becander revels, 

And the whole’court reechoes with his riot, 
*To end her, and with her to end your fears. 
Give ine bat half the Zogdian flaves that wait you 
And deem her dead ; nor fhall a foul efeape 
‘What ferves your rival to difperfe the news. 

Rox. By me they die Perdiccasand Statira ; 

Hence with thy aid, I neither afk nor want it, 

But will myfelf condué the flayes to battle. 

Were the to fall by any arm but mine ~ 

‘Well might the murmur and arraign her flars ; r! 

Tis life well loft to die by my command. 

Rival, rejoice, and pieas’d refign thy breaths 

Roxana’s vengeance grants thee noble death. EExit, 
Caf. All but her Jovethis Semele difdains. 

We mutt be quick—fhe may perhaps betray 

‘The great dbs and fruffrate our revenge, 
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Poly. Has Philip got inftructions haw to act? 
Caf. He has my friend, and, faithful to our caufe, 
Refolves to execute the fatal. order. 
Bear him this vial it contains a poifon 
Of thht exalted force, thatdeadly nature, 
Should AE{culapius drink it in five hours 
(Fer then it works) the god himéelf were mortal: 
drew it from Nonacris’ horrid {pring 
Mi’d with his wine a fingle drop gives death, 
And fends him howling to the thades below, 
Paly. 1 know its pow’r, for I have feen it try’d 5 
Pains of all forts thro’ ev’ry nerve and art’ 
At once it fcatters. burns at once, and freezes, 
“Till by extremity of torture fore’d 
‘The foul confents to leave her joylefs home, 
And feek for eafe in worlds unknowy to this. 
Caf. Now let us part: ith Theffalus and Philip 
Haite to the banquet-—at his fecond call 
Let this be giv'n him, and it crowns our hopes. 
Now, Alexander, now, we'll foon be quits 5 
Death for a blow is intereft indeed. [Exeunt., 


Scene, the palace. 


Apeyanver, Perniccas, Cassanner, Ponyrrrcnon, 
Eumenns, difcovered at a hanguet, Sc. 
(4 flourifb of trampetse 
Alex, To our immortal health and our fair queen's: 
All drink it deep; and while the bow! goes round 
Mars and Bellona join to make us mufick 5 
A thoufand bulls be offer’d to the Sun, 
White as his beams fpeak the big voice of wars 
Beat all our drums, and found our filver trumpets 5. 
Provoke the gods to follow our exemple 
In bowls of neétar and replying thunder. 
e [Blourifh of trumpet. 
Erfer Coxrus, Herurerrox,.and Lysimactrs bloody. 
Che. Long live the King!long live great Alexander! 
And coaquett crown hipaa vet deathlefs laurels, 
Propitious to his friends, and all he favours. 
lex. Did L not give command you fhould preferve 
Lylimachas? | 
Heph, Dread Sir! you did. 
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Alex. What then 
Portend thefe bloody marks? 
Heph. Eve we arriv’d 
Perdiccas had already plac’d the prince 
Tn a lone court, all but his hands unarm’d. 
Clyt, On them were gauntlets; fuch was his defire, 
In death to fhew the difference betwixt 
‘The blood of AZacus and common men. 
Forth iffuing from his den amaz’d we faw 
‘The horrid favage, with whofe hideous roar 
"The palace hook: his angry eyeballs glaring 
With triple fury menac’d death and ruin, 
Heph. With unconcern the gallant prince advane’d : 
Now, Parifatis, be the glory thine, 
But mine the danger, were his only words; 
For as he {poke the §nrious bealt defery’d him, 
And riltvd outrayetos 20 devote his prey. 
Clyt. Agile iad vigorous, he avoids the shock 
With a flight wound, and as the lion turn’d 
‘Thraft gauntlet arm and all into his throat, 
And with Herculean ftrength tears forth the tongue: 
Foaming and bloody, the difabled favage 
Sunk to the earth, and plough'd it with his teeth, 
While with an ative bound your conq’ring foldier 4 
Leap’d on his back, and dath’d his fcull in pieces. 
Vex. By all my laurels ’twasa godlike aét! 
And ’tis my glory as it fhall be thine 
“That Aijexander could not pardon thee. 
Oh my brave foldier! think not all the pray’rs 
And tears of the lamenting queens could move me 
Like what thou haft perform’d: grow to my breatt, 
Lyf. Thas, felf-condemn'd, and coufcious of my guilt, 
How thall I ftand fuch unexampled gooduefs? 
Oh, pardon Sir the tranfports of defpair, 
‘The frantick outrage of ungovern’d lov 
Ev’n when T hen" the greatcft want of rev’rence 
T could have dy’d with rapture in your fervice. 
Alex, Lyfimachus, we both have been tranfported 5 
But from this hour be certain ofmy heart. 
A lion be the imprefs of thy fhield, 
And that gold armour we from Porus won 
‘Thy King prefents thee———But thy wounds afk reft. 
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Lyf. Uhave no wounds dread Sir! or if Thad, 
‘Were they all mortal they fhould ftream unminded 
When Alexander was the glorious health, 

alex, Thy hand Hephettion: clafp him to thy heart, 
And ear him ever near thee. Parifatis 
Shall now be his who ferves me beft in war. 

Neither reply, but mark the charge I give; 

Live, live as friends—you will, you mail, you fhall: 

Tis a god gives you life. . 

Clyt, Oh monftrous vanity! 

Ales, Ha! what fays Clytus? who am 1? 

Clyt. The fon 
Of good King Philip. 

Ales.,By my kindred gods - 
Tis falfe. Great Ammon gave me birth. 

Clyt, Lave done. 

Alex, Clytus, what medhs that drefs? Give him a robe 
Take it and wear i [there. 

Clyt. Sir, the wine, the weather, 

Has heated me: befides, you know my humour. 
Alex, Oh, ’tis not well!-I’d rather perith, burn, 

"Than be fo fingular and froward. 

Clyt. So would I—— 

Bugn,gtang, drown, but in a better caufes 

I'll drink or fight for facred majefty 

‘With any here. Fill me another bowl. 

Will you excufe me? 

Alex, You will be excufed: 

Zut let him have his humour; he is old. 

Slyt. So was your father Sir; this to his memory 
Sound all the trumpets there. 

Alex, They fhall not found 
Till the King drinks. Sure I was born:to wage 
Eternal war. All are my enemies, « 

Whom I corid tame—But let the fports go on. 
Bf. Nay Clytus, you that:could advife fe well 
Alex, Let him perlift, be pofitive, and proud, 

Envious and fullen; ’mongfb the nobler fouls, 

Like an infernal fpirit that hath ftole 

From hell, and mingled with the mirch of gods. 
Clyt. When gods grow hot no difference I know 
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*Twixt themand devils—Fill me Greek wine—yet— 
Yet fuller—I want {pirits. 
Alex. Let me have mufick. 
Clyt. Mutick for boys —Clytus would hear the groans 
Of dying foldiers and the neigh of fleedss 
Or if I muit-be pefter’d with thrill founds 
Give me the cries of matrons in fack’d towns. 
Heph, Let us, Lyfimachus, awake the King; 
A heavy gloom is gath’ring on his brow. 
Kncel all, with humbleit adoration kneel, 
And let a health to Jove’s great fon go round. 
Alex. Sound, found, that all the univerfe may hear. 
(A loud flourifh of trumpets. 
Oh for the voice of Jove! the world fhould know 
‘The kindnefs of my people-—Rife, oh rife! 
My hands, my arma, my beart, are ever yours. 
Cyt, 1 did not kifs the earths nor muit your handé— 
Lam unworthy Sir. 
Alex. 1 know thou art: 
‘Thou envieft the great honour of thy mafter. 
*Sit all my friends, Now let us talk of war, 
The nobleft fubje& for a foldier’s mouth, ‘ 
And fpeak, fpeak freely, elfe you love me not. 
Who think you was the greatett general Son 
‘That ever led an army to the field? 
Heph. A chief fo great, fo fortunately brave, 
And juftly fo renown’d, as Alexander 
‘The radiant fun, fince firit his beams gave light, 
Never yet faw. 
Lyf. Such was not Cyrus or the fam’d Alcides, 
Nor great Achilles, whofe tempeftuous {word 
Laid Troy in afhes, tho’ the warring gods 
Oppos’d him. 
flex, Oh, you flatter me! 
Clyt. They do indeed, andyet you love "etm for’ts 
But hate ‘old Clytus for his hardy virtue. 
Come, (hall I fpeak a man with equal bravery, 
A better gen’ral, and experter foldier? 
Alex, T thould be glad to learn: inftru& me Sir. 
Clyt. Your father Philip—I have feen him march, 
And fought beneath his dreadful banner, where 
‘The boldeft at this table would have trembled. 
Way, frown not Sir, you cannot look me dead. 
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When Greeks join’d Greeks then was the tug of war ! 
‘The labour’d battle fweat, and conqueft bled. 
Why thould I fear to fpeak a bolder truth 
‘Than e’er the lying priefts of Ammon told you? t 
PhilipPfought men but Alexander women, 
Alex. All envy, fpite and envy, by the gods! 
Je then my glory come to this at lait 
"Po conquer women! Nay, he faid the Routett, 
The flouteft here, would tremble at his dangers. 
Tn ali the ficknefs, all the wounds, I bore, 
When from my reins the jav’lin’s head was cut, 
Lyiimachus, Hepheftion, fpeak Perdiccas, 
Did I once tremble? Oh, the curfed falfchood! 
‘Did 1 ogee thake or groan, or aé beneath 
‘The dauntlefs refolution of a king? 
laf Wine has tranfported him. 
Alex, No, ’tis mere malice. 
T was a woman too at Oxydraceé, 
‘When plantirlg on the walls a fcaling ladder 
I mounted, {pite of thow’rs of itones, bars, arrows, 
And all the lumber which they thunder’d down. 
When you bencath cry’d out, and {pread your arms, 
‘That I thould leap among you, did I fo? 
+ dh Dread Sir! the old man knows not what he fays. 
Alex. Was 1 woman when, like Mercury, 
‘I leap’d the walls and flew amidft the foe, 
‘And like a baited lion dy'd myfelf 
All over in the blood of thofe bold hunters, 
‘Till {pent with toil I battled on my knees, 
Pluck’d forth the darts that made my thicld a foreft, 
‘And husl’d’em back with moit amconquer’d fury, 
‘Then fhining in my arms I funn’d the field, 5 
Mov'd, fpoke, and fought, and'was myfelf a war? 
Clyt, "Twas all bravado; for before you leap’d 
You faw thet I had burit the gates afunders 
lex, Oh, that thou wert but once more young and vi- 
"Tous, 
That I might trike thee proftrate to the carth, 
Tor this audacious lie, thou feebled dotard! 
Git. know the reafon why you ufe me thus: 
Tfay'd you from the {word of bold Rhefaces, 
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Elfe had your godhip flumber’d in the duft, 
And moft egrerehaly you hate me for it. 
Alex, Hence from the banquet : thus far | forgive thee, 
Clyt, Virkt try (for none can want forgivencls more) 
To have your own bold blafphemies forgiv’n, 
The fhameful riots of a vicious life, 
Philotas’ murder, 
Alex. Ha! what faidthe traitor? 
Heph. Clytus, withdraw; Eumenes, force him hence: 
He mufl not tarry : drag him to the door. 
Chyt. No, Jet him fend me if I mutt be gone, 
To Philip, Atalaus, Califthenes, 
‘Lo great Parmenio, and his flaughter’d fons. 
Alex. Give me a javelin. 
Heph. Hold, mighty Sir! 
Alex. Sirvah! off 
Left I at once ftrike thro’ his Heart and thine. 
Lf. Oh, facred Sir! have but a moment's patience. 
Alex, What! hold my arms? I fhall be murder’d here, 
Like poor Darius by my barb’rous fubje&s. 
Perdiceas, found our trumpets to the camp; 
Call ali my foldiers to the court: nay, hafte, 
For there is treafon plotting ’gainft my life, 
And I fhall perifh ere they come to faveme, @ &* 
Where is the traitor? 
Chyt. Sure there is none among us, 
Bat here I fland—houeft Clytus, 
‘Whom the King invited to the banquet. 
Alcs. Begone to Philip, Atalaus, Califthenes, 
(Stabs him 
Annd let bold fubje&ts learn by thy example 
Not to provoke the patience of their prince. 
Cyt. The rage of wine ts drown’d in guihing blood. 
Oh Alexander! Ihave been to blame: 
Hate me not after death; for I repent > 
‘That I fo far have urg’d your noble nature. : 
Alex, What’s this [ hear! fay on, my dying foldier, 
Cyt. T (hould have kill'd myfelf had I bug liv'd 
To be once fober—Now I fall with honour ; , 
My oe hands would have brought foul death. a ar 
lon! 5 ieee 
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Alex. Then Lam loft: what has my vengeance done! 
Who is it thou haft flain? Clytus! what wes he? 
"The faithgille fabjeét, worthieft counfellor, 
The bravelt foldier, be who fav'd thy life, 
Fighting barcheaded at the river Granick, 
And now he has a noble recompenfe! 
For a rath word, {poke in the heat of wine, 
The poor the honeft Clytus thou haft flain, 
Clytus, thy friend, thy guardian, thy preferver! 
Heph, Remove tie bedy, it inflames his forrow. 
vilex. None dare to touch him: we mult never part. 
Cruel Hepheftion and Lyfimachus, 
‘That had the pow’r, yet wou'd not hold me. Oh! 
Lyf. Dear Sir we did. 
Aix. T know ye did; ye held me 
Like a wild beaft, to let me go again, , 
With greater vidlence.—Oh, ye’ave undone me! 
Excufe it not; you that cou’d ftop a lion 
Cou’d net turn me! ye fhould have drawn your Swords, 
And barr’d my raze with their advancing points, 
Made reafon glitter in my dazzled eyes 
Till I had feen the precipice before me: 
‘That had been noble, that had fhewn the friend; 
@iytvs wou'd fo have done to fave your lives. 
Lyf. When men fhall hear how highly you were urg’d— 
Alex, No} you have let me ftain my rifing glory, 
Which elfe had ended brighter than the fun. 
Oh! Lam all a blot, which feas of tears 
And my heart’s blood can never wath away ! 
Yet ’tis but juft I try, and on the point 


_ Still reeking hurl my black-polleted breait. 


Heph. Oh, facred Sir!—it thall not—mutt not be. 

Lyf. Forgive, dread Sir!~-forgive my pious hands, 
“That int duty tordifarm spate. sp 

Alex. Yes, eruel'men! ye now can thew your firength: 
Hefe’s not a flave but dares oppofe my julice, 
Yet none bad coutage to prevent this murder: 
But I will render all endeavours vain 
"That tend to fave my life—here will Lie 

5 (Falls on Clytus. 

Clofe to my murder'’d foldier’s bleeding fide, 
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‘Thus clafping his cold body immy =7as 
‘Till death like his has clos’d my eyes for ever. 

é Enter Pexmsccas, - 
Per.Treafoo!foultreafon! Hepheien,where’sth(King? 
Heph. There, by old Clytus’ fide, whom he hath fain. 
Per, Rife, facred Sir! and hafle to fave the queen. 

Roxana, fill'd with furious jealoufy, 
Came with a gward unmark’d; fhe gain’d the bow’r, 
And broke upon me with fuch fu 
That all have perith'd who oppos 
Alex, What fays Perdiccas? is the queen in danger? 
Per, Hate, Sir, or the dies. c 
Alex. Thus from the grave I rife to fave my love: i 





All draw your fivords, on wings of lightning anove, 
Young Ammon leads you, and the caufe is love. 

‘When I ruih on furt none willdlare to ftay, 

*Tis Beauty calls, and Glory leads the way. [Exeunt, 


es 
ACT V. ; 
Scenz, the bower of Semiramis. 
Sratina difcovered afleep. 


Sratina. 


Bress me, ye Pow’rs above, and guard my virtue! 

Where are you fled, dear fhades? where are you fled ?- 

"Twas but a dream, and yet 1 faw and heard 

My royal parents, who, while pious care 

Sat on their faded cheeks, pronoune’d with tears, 

Tears fuch as angels weep, this hour my laft. 

But hence with Fase? ‘Alexander comes 

‘And fear and dangerever fled fromhim. 

Wou'd that he were here! 4 

For oh I tremble, and a thoufand terrours 

Ruth in upon me and alarm my heart! 

But hark! ‘tis he, and all my fears are fled: 
~My life, my joy, my Alexander, comes! 

Rox. within. | Mdke fait the gate with all its ma‘Ty bara; 
Pies 
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~ At length we ’ave conquer’d this ftupendous height, 
oo BureScha he = : 
Stat, Ye guardian gods defend me} 
Roxana’s voice! then all the vifion’s true, 
Andie I muft. 
Enter Roxana. 
Rox. Secure the brazen gate. 
Where is my rival? ’tis Roxana calle. 
Stat. And what is the who with fuch tow’ring pride 
‘Wou'd awe a princefs that is born above her? 
Rox. Behold this dagger !—’tis thy fate Statire! 
Behold, and meet it as becomes a queen. 
Fain wou'd I find thee worthy of my vengeance; 
* Here, take my weapon then, and if thou dar’t— 
Stat. How little know’it thou what Statira dares! 
Yes, cruel woman ! yes, I dare meet death 
With a refolve at which ehy cowai art 
Wou'd thrink ; for terrour haunts the guilty mind, 
While confcious innocence, that knows no fear, 
Can fmiling pafs, and fcora thy idle threats. 
Rox. Return, fair infolent! return, I fay: 
: Dar'ft thou, prefumptuous, to invade my rights! 
Rettore him quickly to my longing arms, 
‘Agd yith.him give me back his broken vows, 
For perjur’d-as he is he itill is mine, 
Or I will rend them from thy bleeding heart. 
‘ Stat, Alas, Roxana! ’t is not in my pow'r; 
+ Leannot if I wou’d—and oh, ye gods! 
What were the world to Alexander's lofs! 
Rox. Oh, forcerefs! to thy accurfed charms 
I owe the frenzy that diftraéts my foul ; 
To them I owe my Alexander’s lofs: 
‘Too late thou trembleft at my juft revenge, 
My wrongs cry out, and vengeance will have way. 
Stat. Yetthink, Roxana, ere you plange in murder, 
‘Think on the horroyrs that muft ever haunt you; 
"Think on the Furies, thofe avenging minifters 
Of Heav’n’s high wrath, how they will tear your foul, 
Allday diitraét you with a thoufand fears, 
“And when by night thou vainly feek’dt repofe 
‘They ‘ll gather round.and interrupt your flumbers 
‘With horrid dreams and terrifying aes 
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Rox. Add {till, if poffible, fuperiour horrours. 
Rather than leave my great revenge unfinifh’d 
7'll dare ’em all, and triumph in the deed; 
‘Therefore- { Holds up the dagger 

Stat, Hold, hold, thy band adyane’d in air: 

Trevd my fentence written in thy eyes 5 
Yet ch Roxana! on thy black revenge 

One kindly ray of female pity beam, 

And yive me death in Alexander’s prefence, 

Rox. Not for the world’s wide empire fhouldft thou fee 
Foo!! but for him thou might’ft unheeded live; [him. 
For iis fake only art thou deom’d to die. 

The fole remaining joy that glads my foul 
Is to deprive thee of the heart 1 ’ave loft. 
Enter Suave. 

Slave. Madam, thy King and all his guards are comes 

With frantick rage they thundérat the gate, 

And muft ere this have gain’d admittance. 
Rox. Ha! 

Too long I ’ave trifled. Let me then redeei 

‘The time mifpent, and make great yengeance fure. 
Stat. Is Alexander, oh ye gods! fo nigh, 

And can he not preferve me from her fury? 

Rox. Nor he nor Heav'n fhall thield thee from my ju 

Die fore'refs, dic, and all my wrongs die with'thee! [itice. 

(Stabs her. 
Ales. without.) Away, ye faves! ftand.of—quick let 
me fly 
With lightning’s wings! nor heav'n nor earth fhall top me. 
Enter ALEXANDER. 

Ha! oh my foul! my queen, my love, Statira! 

‘Thefe wounds! are thefe my promis'd joys? 
Stat. Alas! 

My only love, my beft and dearell biefling! 

Wou'd I had dy’d before you enter'd heres + 

For thus delighted, while I gaze upan thee 

Death grows more horrid, and I’m loath to leave thee. 
dilex, Thou shalt not leave me—Cruel, cracl, ftars! 

Oh, where’s the miontter, where's the horrid fiend, 

‘That ftruck at innocence and murder’d thee! 
Rox. Behold the wretch who, defp’rate of thy lovey 











4MaV. “ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 1 


Tn jealous madnefs gave the fatal blow 5 
A wretch that to poffefs once more thy love 
‘Wou’d with the blood of millions ftain her foul. 
ex, To dungeons, tortures, drag her from my fight. 
Shu. My foul is on the wing; oh come my Lord, 
Hate to my arms, and take a lalt farewell. 
‘Thus let me die. Oh! oh! 
Alex. Look up my love. - 
* Oh Heav’n! and will you, will you, take her from me! 
Stat, Farewell, my moit lov’d Lord: ah me! farewell! 
Yet ere I die grant this requett. 
Alex. Obs fpeak, 
‘That 1 may execute before I follow thee. 
Stat, Leave not the world till Heav’n demands you, Spare 
Roxana’s life—’Twas love of you that cans’d 
‘The death the gave me. And oh! {gmetimes think, 
Amidft your revels, thitth on your poor queen, 
‘And ere the cheerful bowl fulutes your lips 
Enrich it with a tear, and I am happy. (Dies. 
Alex. Yet ere thou tak’ft thy flight—She’s gone, he’s 
All, all is hufh’d, no mufick now is heard; [gone! 
‘The rofes wither, and the fragrant breath 
‘That wak’d their fweets fhall never wake ’em more! 
+o, Rox. Weep not,'my Lord! no forrow can recall her, 
irturn your eyes, and in Roxana’s arms : 
* Youll find fond love and everlafting truth. 
Alex. Hence from my fight, and Facksog. dear Statira 
‘That yet thou art alive. 
Rox. Oh, take me to your arms: 
In fpite of all your cruclty I love you 5 
Yes, thus Ill faiten on your facred robe, 
‘Thus on my knees for ever cling around thee, 
Till you forgive me, or till death divide us. 
Alex, Hence, Fury, hence : there ’snot a glance of thine 
But like adafilifk comes wing’d with dea’ 
aRox. Oh fj not thus to one who kueels for mercy! 
‘Think for whofe fake it was I madly plung’d 
Into a crime abhorrent to my nature. 
Alex, Off, murd'rels, of | for ever fun my fight; « 
‘My i Ligaen Sagat aes aes 2 
jj 
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Rox, Barbarian! yes, I will for ever fhun thee. 

Repeated injuries have fteel’d my heart, 

And I cou'd curfe myfelf for being xind. 

If there is any majefty above d 
‘That has revenge in ftore for perjur'd love, 

Send, Heav'n, the fwifteft ruin on his head ! 

Strike the deftroyer! lay the viétor dead! 

Kill the. 
Bur what are curfes? curfes will not kill, 

Nor eafe the tortures I am doom’d to feel. 

Alex, Oh my fair far, I thall be fhortly with thee! 
What nicans this deadly dew upon my forchead? 
My heart too heaves———— 

Caf. The poifon works, 

Enter Events. 

Eum. Pardon, dread Sir! a fatal meffenger : 
The royal Syfigambis is no mote. 

Struck with the horrour of Statira’s fate 
She foon expir'd, and with her lateft breath 
Left Parifatis to Lyfimachus. 

But what I fear moit deeply will affe& you, 
Your lov’d Hepheftion ‘s:$ 

Alex. Dead! then he is bleft! 

But here, here lies my fate. Hepheftion, Clytoa! ew 
My vid’ ries all for ever folded up 
In this dear body. Here my banner’ 's loft, 
My ftandard’s triumphs gone. 
‘Oh when fhall I be mad! Give orders to 
The army that they break their thields, Saordi, fpears, 
Pound their bright armoar into duft——A way. 
Is there not caufe to put the world in mourning? 
Burn all the fpives that feem to meet the fky, 
Beat down the battlements of ev’ty city, 
And for the monument of this lov'd creature 
Root up thefe bow’rs, and pave’em all with golds 
Draw ary the Ganges, make the Indies poor, ‘ 
Te. deck her tomb ; no fhrine nor altar ff 
But ftrip the pomp from gods to place it there. (Exit, 
Enter Tuessarus. 

Caf. He's gone—but whither—follow 'Theffalus, 
Attend his fleps, and let me know what paffes. 

[Exit atifele: 
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Vengeance, lie flill, thy cravings fhall be fated: 
Death roams at large, the Furies are unchain’d, 
And Murder plays her mighty maiterpicce. 
ter POLYPERCHON, T'HESSALUS, and Puitir. 
Ph. Saw you the King? 
Poly. Yes; with diforder’d wildne(s in his looks 

He ruth’d along, till with a cafual glance 
He faw me where I flood, then ftepping thort, 
Draw near he cry’d—and grafp'd my hand in his, 
Where more than fevers rag’d in ev'ry vein, 

Ob Polyperchon! [have loit my queen! 

Statira ’s dead !—and as he spoke the tears 

Guih’d from his cyes—I more than felt his pains, 

Thef, Hence, hence, away ! 
Caf.’Where is he Theffalus? 

Thy. 1 left him circled by a crowd of princes. 
‘The poifon tears him with that height of horrour 
Ev’n I cou’d pity him—He call’d the chiefs, 
Embrae’d ’em round—then flarting from amidit "em 
Cry'd out, I come—'twas Ammons voice; I know it— 
Father, T come; but let me ere I go 
Difpatch the bus’nefs of a kneeling world. 

Poly. No more; Lhear him—we muit meet anon. 
seCaf- Ln, Saturn’s field—there give a loofe to rapture, 
Enjoy the tempeft we ourfelves have rais’d, x 

- And triumph in the wreck which crowns our vengeance. 

Exeunts 


Scene, the palace. 


Aexanper with his hair difhevelled, Lysimacnus, Ev- 
menes, Perpiccas, and Attendants. AvExanver dif> 


covered. 
Alex, Search there ; nay, probe me, fearch my wounded 
Pull, draw it out. [reins—— 





We-have fearch’d, but find no hart. 

alex, Oh, Lam thot! a forked burning arrow 

Sticks crofs my fhoulders: the fad venom flics 

Like lightning thro’ my ficth, my blood, my marrow. 
Lyf. How fierce\his fever! 

* Alex, Ha! whata change of torments I endure! 

A bolt of ice rans hiffing thro? my bowels; 

*Tis fure the arm of Death: give mea chair; 


Eij 
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Cover me, for I freeze, and-my teeth chatter 
And my knees knock together- 

Eum, Have mercy Heav’n! 

Alex. Uyurn, 1 burn again: 7] 
‘The war grows wondrous hot : hey for the Tigris! 

Bear me, Bucephalus, amongit the billows. 2 

[ Fumps into the chair. 
Oh ’tis a noble beaft! I would not change him 
For the belt horfe the Sun has in his ftable, 
For they are hot, their mangers full of coals, 
‘Their manes are flakes of lightning, curls of fires, 
And their red tails like meteors whit about. 
Help all; Eumenes, he 
. Ha, ba, ha! I fhall die with laughter, 
Parmenio, Clytus, do you fee you’ fellow, 
‘That ragged foldier,that poor tatter’d Greek ? 
See how he puts to fight the gudy Perfians 
With nothing but a rufty helmet on, thro’ which 
‘The grifly briitles of his pufhing beard 
Drive 'em like pikes—Ha, ha, ha! 

Per, How wild hetalks! 

Lyf. Yet warring in his wildnefs. 

‘Alex. Sound, found! keep your ranks clofe. Ay, now 
Ob the brave din, the noble clank, of arms! [they yomsy 
Charge, charge apace, and Jet the phalanx miove, 

Darius comes—ay, ‘tis Darius, 

{ fee, L know, him by the fparkling plumes, 

And his gold chariot drawa by ten white horfess 

But like a tempelt thus I pour upon him 
He bleeds; with that laft blow [ brought him down: 
He tumbles; take him, fnatch th’ imperial crown. 

‘They fly, they fy! Follow, fullow—Vieoria! 

Vigtoria! ViGtoria!—— | [Leaps into the feldiers? arms, 

Per, Let’s bear him foftly to his bed. 

Alex. Hold, the leaft motion gives me fudden death; 
My vital fpirits are quite parch’d, burnt up, “ 
And all my fmoky entrails turn’d to afhes. 

Lyf: When you, the brightel flar that ever fhone, 
Shall fet it muit be night with us for ever. 

Alex, Let me embrace you all before I die. 

[All kneel and weep, 
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Weep not my dear Companions! the ods 
Shall fend ye in my ftead a nobler echoes £ 
One that fhall lead ye forth with matchlefs condudt, 
/. Break not our hearts with fach unkind expreffions. 
Per. We will not part with you, nor chahge for Mars, 
Alex. Perdiccas, take this ring, 
And fee me laid in the temple of Jupiter Ammon. 
Lyf. To whom does your dread Majetty bequeath 
The empire of the world? 
Alex. To him that is moft worthy. 
Per. When will you, facred Sir! that we fhould give 
‘To your great memory thofe divine honours 
Which fuch exalted virtue does deferve ? 
Alex, When you are all moft happy and in peace, 
Your hands—Oh father! if I have difcharg’d 
‘The duty of a man to empire boring, 
If by unweary’d toil I have deferv’d 
‘The valt renown of thy adopted fon, 
Accept this foul which thou didtt firft infpire, 
And which this figh thus gives thee back aguin! [Dies, 
Ly/. There fell the pride and glory of the war. 
If there be treafon let us find it out, 
Lyfimachus ands forth to lead you on, 
Awd {wears by thefe moft honour’d dear remains 
He will not tafte thofe joys which beauty brings 
Until he has reveng’d the beft of kings. 
SS 





EPILOGUE. 


WW sare 12 they mean, yet ought they 10 be carp / 

Who this cenforious age did poalifh firfly 

Who the befi play for one poor errowr blame, 

As pridfts againff our ladies’ arts declainy i , 
‘And for one patch both foul and body damm. 

But what does more provoke the ators rage, 
(For we mupi fhow the grievance of the lage) 

Ls that our women which adorn each play, 

Bred at our coft, become at length our prey + 

While green and four iike trees we bear ‘hem ally 
But when they?re mellow flraight to you they fall: 
Tou cwatch Yem bare aged Jouab, and let *em refl, 
But with the ff young down yort fuatch the nef. 
Pray leave thofe poaching iricks if you are wifey 
Ere we take out our letters of reprifes 

For we have vow’d to find a fort of toys 

‘Known to black friars, a tribe of chopping boys s 


Tf once they come they'll quickly fpoil your fpart 5 Y 
There*s not one lady oil receive ‘your courts 
But for the youth in petticoats run wild, ere ee 


With ob the archeft wag, the frvcetelt child, * 

The panting breaphy white hands, and lily fect! 

No more fall your pall'd thoughts ewith pleafure mect + 

The ewoman in boy's clothes all boy fball be, 

Anil never raife your thoughts above the knees 

Well, if our svomen knew hou falfe you arey 

They wou'd lay here, and this nesw trouble fpare + 

Poor fouls! they think all gojpel you relatey 

Charm’ d with the noife of fettling an eflate; 

But when at laft your appetites are full, 

And the tir'd Cupid grows with afion dull, ** 

Youll find fome trick to cut off the entail, 4 

And fend ’em back to us all worn and flale, 

Perhaps they'll find our lage, while they have rang'd 
‘a fome vile canting conventicle, chang’d s 

Where for the fparks who once reforted there, 

With their curd wigs that feented all the air, 

They'll fe grave Uleckbeads with feort greafy hair, 


errocue. 7 
«Green aprons, fleeple-hats, and collarbande, 
Dull "el rogues that ring not clap their handy 
Where for gay punks that drew the foining crowd, 
‘And fis that in wizards laugh'd aloud, 
They'D hear young fiflers figb, fee matrons old 
To their peeleny sat their pickled kerchers bold, 
Whofe zeal too might perfuade, in fpite ta you, 
Dur flying angels to augment their crew, 
White Farringdon their hero firats about ‘em, 
Aad ncer a damning critick dares to flovt “em. 
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PROLOGUE 
betres, 


Pore ed enthafafs rage, 
‘reel void re ral fa 
What blafpbemies impofture dare advance, 
— Andbuild what terrovrs on weak ignorance, 
Hivw fraud alone rage to religion binds, 
‘And makes Pandemonium of our minds; 
Our Gallich bard, fir'd with thefe gleriavt views, 
Firft te bis Grufade led the tragich Mufey 
‘Her pow'r thre’ France bis charming numbers bore, 
But France was deaf-—for all ber pricfs were fore, 
On Englifb ground foe maker a firmer fandy. 
And hopes ta fuffer by no boffile band : 
No clergy beve ufurp the frecborn 
Orgyin'd te reuch and not enfave mankind ; 
om bere bids per[ocution ccafey ‘ 
pa alt ordeal win all feace 
erty pale sith woaeiful care, 
fas ope find no entrance there, 
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Tile whelps barn Wind, by seth they ‘re bred, 

Nor wats to fight to know themfil-ves 

Murder's the gamo—anil to the Sport cards 

Proud of the ny and in the pees ‘ { 

‘The layman's but the blosdbound of the prigf. 

Whos'er thou art that dar‘ fash themes adwense, 

T> pricfivid Spain repair or flavife France, 

For Guta's hice there de the dewibstazk, 

And trick up fav'ry i religion's mash; 

Lingland iil’ free nefurer means requires 

a fink their fettip fouls and damp their martial free. 
pian! Uhfe mimes te yomrfdoc 

Pltcre bath frngth te fot in Sha etre 

Fame ted bind at his Dijperaet drial 7 

Aut taught toxwrite with Nature as to think : 

Wid Englif freedom Englif wit be knew, 

And fiom the inexbuufted roam profufely drew 3 

Cherift the noble bard yeurfelvzs bawe made, 

Wor les the frowds of Fram fcal oll or trade, 

Wow of cach prise thoes! i 

Bien erd one Engl ogy private 


Your comm; 
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Muxvay, his general, 
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Nencipes, Officers of Mahomet. r. Norris. 
Amon, Mr. Stapeldier 
ZAPUNA, +. ir. le 
eee t Captives brought up under Mabom. } Minton 
‘AeANon, thief of the fenate of Mecca, ‘A Gentleman. 
Puaxon, his friend, Mr. Daties. 
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‘ ACT I. 
Scene, an apartment in the temple of Mecca. 


Enter Avcanor and Puaron, 


an Axcawor. 
HARON, no more—hhall I 


Fall proftrate to an arrogant impoftor, 
Saeomage in Mecca one I banith’d thence, 
And incenfe the delufioné of a rebel! 
fo—blaft Alcanor, righteous Heav'n! ife’er 
ind, yet free and uncontaminate, 





now—our impotent refiftance 
not Mahomet’s unbounded progrefs, 
it weak’ning irritates the tyrant. 
izen you well condemn’d him 
foure feditious i innovator; 


ice Such profelytes 
re worthy of him—low untutor’d reptiles, 
In Whom fenfe only lives—moft creialone fill 
Of what is moft incredible. 
fed See bi the peft fpread 
dm ut may n’t the: ad upwards 
And feize the head—Say, isthe feone found 2 4 
I fear fome members of that rev’rend clafs 
Are mark’d wich the contagion, who from views 
Ofigher pow’r and rank 
ip this rifing fun, and give a fanétion 
jis invafions. 
. Lf, ye Pow'rs divine! 





PES ae 


Who Sight out by acommunity 
To guard their rights thall for a grafp of ore 


Or paltry office fell’em to the foe! 


Pha, Each honett citizen, 1 it, isthine, 
And grateful for thy boundlefs bleffings on them, 
Would ferve thee with their lives; but the approach 
Of this ufurper to their very walls 
Strikes ’em with inch a dreed thar ev'n thefe er 
Implore thee te accept his proffer’! perce. gt 


Alc. Oh, people lott to wifdom $ 
Go, bring is parasite epee tae: eat 
This idol, ehtfvdll erat you with its weight 
Mark Labjure him : by bie favage hand 
My wife and children perith'd, whilil in yen, 
I carry’d carnage w I } 
eae ‘d y 
18 trappings a8 a tro) 
"This torch areal fad lighted *twixt us 
‘The hand of Time itfelf eaa ne'er extinguith. 
Pha. Extinguith noty but tmotber dor dwhik 
Tis fatal flame, anihgreatly facriiiceeit 
‘Thy private fuff rings to the pnblidk welfare, 
Oh fay, Aleanory wert thou te bebold 5 cane 
(As foon thou miy"it) this fans 
With foes begirtybehold itepining tena». 
Prey on each other for the means of jife, 4. 
Whilft lakes of blood and mountaine of thé Maid 
Putrify the air, 
And [weep off thoufands with their pois'nous ftedme;” 
Would thy flain children be aveng'd by this? 
Alc, Noy Pharon, no; Live not for myfelf: 
ife and children loft my country’s now 
My family, 
Pha." 




















n let not that be loft. 
dlc, "Vis loft by cowardice. 
Pha. By rathnefs often. 

Alc, Pharon, defift. 

Pha. My noble Lord, T cannot, 
Malt not, defilt, will not, fince you’re poflefe 
Of means to bring this infolent invader 

To any terms you'll claim, 


‘Ale, What means? 
-_ ‘fl 





Pha, Palmira, ~ 
That blooming fair, the flow’r of all his camp, 
By thee borne off in our lat fcirmith with him, 
Scems the divine ambatfadrefs of peace, 
Sent to procure our fafety. Mahomet 
Has by his heralds thrice propos’d her ranfom, 
And bad us fix the price. 

seh it bs ? 

nd would® thouithen reltore #hilirnoble treafure 

Weeuldit vio; 


| 4a. _ sRAHOMETS 7 


* Tothat Batbarian'? ** us for 
ts, the devailacton jn 
Y> « Enrich hie ruffiaw hands with ucla ge...” 
dad render beauty the reward of rapi 
sale wine fished, 


ithe upcropt violet-—— 
Lord-— > -¢ , 
hy ageand grief congeal'd, 
cadearments 
‘morn’ fweet dew 


ympathetick grief with ardent wifhes 
¢ her happy fill*d my widow'd bofom: 
I dread her being in that montter’s pow’r, 
Acod burn to have her hate him like myfelf. 
’T was on this hour I, at her modeft fuit, 
Promis’d her audience in my own pavilion. 
Pharon, go thou mean-while and fee the fenate 
‘Affembled ftraight—I’ll found ’em as I ought. 
= 4 Exeunt feverally, 
Biden changes goatvens hos is 
Enter Parmina. 
, What means this boding terrour that ufurps 
see oe inion 0" 





s MAHOMET) 4aT. 


Shall I ne'er more attend thy facred leffons?” 

Oh Zaphna! much-lov'd youth! I feel for thee 

As for Tnyfelf—But hold, my final audit 

Is now at hand—I tremble for th* event! 

Here comes my judge—Now liberty or bondage ? 
Axcanor. 

Alc, Palmira, whence thofe tears? truft me fair maid! 
Thou art not fall’n into Barbariaus' hands; Sy of 
‘What Mecca can afford of pomp or pleafure, y 
To call Attention from Misfortune’s lap, 

Demand and thare it. a 

Pal. No, my generous vitor! 

‘My fuit’s for nothing Mecca can afford; 

Pris’ner thefeitwo months beneath your gal 

Lave tafted finch 

Whilft your own] 
‘The anxious moments 6f c é 
‘That oft’ I’ave call’d my tears ingratitude. ‘ 

Alc, If ought remains that ’s in my pow’ "eto 
‘The rigour of your fate, and crown your 
Why, ’t would fill « 
‘The furrows in my checks, and make old age “S—<_ 
Pat on its fummer's ces Siw a 

Pal. Thus low Lblefs thee. maany  e =a 
It is on you, on you alone, Aleanor, a) A 
‘My whole of future happinefs depends : “WE pa,'5 
Have pity then; 

Pity, Alcanor, one who's torn from all ~~ 
‘That’s dear or venerable to her foul ; 
Reftore me then, reftore me to my country, 
Reftore me to my father, prince, and prophet. 

Alc, Is flav'ry dear then? is fraud venerable? 
‘What country? a tumultuous wand’ring camp ! 

Pal. My country, Sir, is nota fingle {pot 
Of fuch a mould, or fix’d to fuch a clime; 

No, ’tis the focial circle of my friends, 
‘The lov’d community in which I’m link’d, 
And in whofe welfare all my wifhes centre. 

Alc, Excellent maid! Then Mecea be thy @un 
Robb'd of my children, would Palmira 
To let me call her child, the toil I took 
To make her deftiny propitious to 





















Py ) ie TCLs : 
‘Would lighten the rough burthen of my own: 
But no; you fcorn my country and my laws. 
Py. Can I be your's when not my own? Your bounties 
Claim and fhare my gratitude—but Mahomet 
Claims right o'er me of parent, prince, and rophet. 
Alc, OF parent, prince, and prophet! Heav’ns! that 
‘Who, a fcap’d felon, emulates a throne, [robber 
PMincchoffer at all faiths proclaims anew one! 
“a. Oh, ceafe my Lord; this blafphemous abufe 
On one whom millions with myfelf 
violence to my ear; fuch black profanenefs 
*Gaintt Heav'n's interpreter blots out remembrance 
f favours pait, and nought fucceeds but horrour. 
Oh fuperitition! thy pernicious rigours, 
to reafon, truth, and nat 


“But the ranfom, 


treble what you afk, 
Mahomet can offer 


~ With vile illufions and fanatick terronrs !— 
Enter Puanon. 
‘What wouldit thou Pharon? 
Pha. From yon’ weltern gate 
* Which opens on Moradia’s Festle plains 
Mahomet’s gen’ral Mirvan haftes to greet thee. 
Alc. Mirvan, that vile apoftate! 
Pha. To ne hand 





a. 


« Mirvan advance! how dare the traitor fee me?” 
Re, thou retire—Pharon, be prefent. [Exit Palmira. 
Enter Minyan. 
After fix years of infamous rebellion 
Againft thy native country, doft thou, Mirvan, 
Again profane wish thy detefted prefence 
agg Peter hevepat 5 
jut t ad heart we dt 
"Thou poor del mary = ree 
‘Thou bafe invaderof eye eee 
What would petra | swith me? a 
Mir. V'd pardon thee—— 
Out of compafiion to thy age and full'ringsy 
And high regard for thy experie 


ned walor, Z 
Heav'n's great apotige offers thee in ip jf 


A hand could crath Leome ad 
To name the t : . 
Alc. He deigns to tender !| infolent cpp! 


f 


Doft thou not, Mirwan, bloth 

‘To ferve this wretch-—ahit bale of foul 
Mir. Mahomet'é grandeus 's it 

‘With borrow'd Iuitre. 


Plung’d in the ight. of 
In fetters aon) ee | 
My judgment et : lee when f foun 
ral Padieata toa! Teese: 


‘To mould anew the 
I ftarted from my dream, join’d his career, 
And har’d his arduous and immortablabours. = 
Once I muft own I was as blind as thou; * 
‘Then wake to glory, and be chang’d like me. 

Alc. What death to honour wak’ning to fuch Blory 

Pha. Oh, what a fall from virtue was that change: 

Mir. Come, embrace our faith, reige with Mae 
And cloth’d in terrours make the ras tcerable r 

Alc, ’Tis Mahomet, and tyrants like to Muhomet, 
Tis Mirvan, and apoftates like to Mirvan, 
I only would make tremble—Is it, fay'tt thou, | 
Religion that’s the parent of this rapinc, 

virulence and rage?—No; true Religion 

Is always mild, propitious, and humane, 
Plays not the tyrant, plants no faith in b) 
Nor bears deftruétion on her chari 





eae bia aa a 
But ft 
And buds 
Has taught thee thefe tame leffons—— 
Alec, Uf the 
Hold principles like thefe, which reafon didtates, 
«Which allour nations of the Pow'rs divine : 


eclare the focial laws they mcant for man, 
niall the beauties and delights of nature 


ey witnels to,” the Chriftians may 
by aa ‘din Tinekadsieogheet 
i ip 3 eruek Cul being, 


a deny bist aerial bibteentet rouad:him 
ne the’ dfiz ben OF mapkind 
clermeney delights thee legen it here, 


opt ity, 
= he only fon, 


farther, begs, 


: Like other grafping tyrants, till he eyes 
A lucky junéture to enlarge his bounds, 
‘Then he'll deride ‘em, leap o'er ev'ry tie 
Of facred guarantee or {worn protection, 
. And when th’ ‘p ne dally implores affiftance 
Beneath th: le the with’d-for realms, 
Sond from pire friendihip.take chemo himfelt” 
‘ ee its Heavin's battles, bends the bow 
ws, and to fubjeét to faith 
in neck ober errour. 





bing he within to ef € 
As be¥}s hith from without it would 


# impatience 
aise ines fh 


7 Cc 

Taiiee AS#RNEIA thee, my Palmira? 
4 it down the whitelt hour 

"That Zaphaae'er was bleft with = 

Pal. Say, my hero———" 

Are my ills ended. Kad They are, they are: 

Now apo ah ant ee a cape 

‘Lxceptto him: oh, blelt captitity? 

¥ bis weet hn dearer tomy raptur'd breail, 

Sweeter thofe ai to my lift’ning heart, 

"Than all Arabid’s pices to the E 


No wonder that my foul twas fo late, * 
a the dood of gr wey, 















With a ee t flew iene sm un 
He, for mctagett urpofe known 
"To Heav'n him aoreret ngtl 


The epee pe d 
Inflant on wings of ligh 


Zopb. But how he 
Treated tity fair?) S = 

Pal, With bight hurtin 
Lin my viéo 
Has made me feel cay 
But abfence from my * 

Zoph. 1 grieve Mon. 
mM fentediare Mitac ty 
His noble bearing-and humar: 2 
Made captive of my heart; ned 
A new alfeétion lighted'in mytbrealty= 
And wodtitr'd whenee the infant ardour 

Pal. Yeegentrous as he is nor all oer " 
Not all the tears lavith at hisfeer, 
Can move him torettore me—— 

Zaph, But he thall—— . 
Let the Barbarian know he thall, Palmira; 
The god of Mahomet, our divine tor, . 
Wi hole till triumphant ftandard 1 borne 
Over piles of vanquith’d inidelsthapow'r | 5 
Which brought umawmber’d bat! ty to , 
Will humble Mecca too. © 6 

Baber Morvan 

Well, noble Mirvan, * aad 


Dom Pali’ is tate pon ier a 
: rae ie freedom?’ This p j 
ric trae ah a U d 
























r . r * 


me Tranfport! bid liimwelcome. © 
Zaph. Thy fuft'ringsthen are 0" carne 
Anda fulltideof imupon: 
Mir, The {pirit of our prophet tbat infpii’d me 
Breath'd fuch diving perfuafion fromm lips 
As thook the reverend fathers—Sirs, cry'd I, 
is fav’rite of Heavy'n, who rules in battle, 






Before whofe utary kings 
ythe anointed head, iw Mecca, 
bunt parte comin a 
~Prad you a er aaaees oe. 
*  Altho’ youreong!rorhe requelisno 
e in one 
“3 mi i jo Fic nO u 
Si gee rte ne me . 
Which oe . 
y) coma ‘ <i — “ 
Flew: all the: 
+ To ee ic eto ie 
Pp ee 
u 
fet and his chiefs—In ee eee ° 
Acae 'd trove v oppofe him ; 


recSeverre and dauntlefs thro’ the gazing crowd - 
With more than human majetty he mov'd, 
Bearing the peaceful ies whilft the truce 
Was inftantly proclaim’ rae. 
Pal. Burwhere’s the 


Attended by his chiefs. . 


\ Zaph. Phere let us hatte 
acters 





My faithful chiefs, Bet 

Go and inftrut y 
‘That er eR ee? ran oll 
Be herald to my sifings 

Lead then toknow 


“Dewan uth welpeath bopen 8 -_ 
He that doesmorethanhcommand hinv ert" ~ 
‘As much as he whoefaltets in his duty, — 
And is not for obey he 


Brought op from tender i: 
‘The thelter of thy facred patro' 
Zaphina and’ favebbeen-anim 








‘Will watch o’ertheeasoler the univerfe. 
Follow my gen’ralsZaphng. Fair Palmira, 
Retire, and pay-your pow’rful vows to ein ty 
And dread no wrongs but from 
(Zaphna and Palaira pe at plo a 
Mirvan—— 


«stend thou here—Tis timey mF trufty foldier, 
My longtry’d friend, to lay anfulded-to thee 
q Nites clofe refolves and:couneils of my heart. 
he tedious length of a precarious fi 
“Moy damp the natant soctainesieage 
And cheek: me in the height of my career. 
Let us not give deludedmortals leifure 
* By reafon to difperfe the myltick gloom» 
We ’ave cat about us—Prepoflefiidn, friend, 
Reigns monarch of the million—Mecea’s crowd 
» Gazeat my rapid vidtories, and think: 
Some awful pow’r direéts my arm to conquett ; 
But whilit ourfriends once more renew their efforts 
To wit the wav’ring Sto ourintereft, 
‘What think’ thous! ry Of and Palmira? * 
aes — reo and faithful vaflals. 
*re the deadlie# of:my foes. 
dee pee 
.. Mab. bond say love each other— ~ 
OF Mir. Well—what erime?— 
|, Mab. What crime! doftfay?-Learnall my frailty then 
‘My life’s.a combat: keen aufterity 
Subjcéts my nature to abilemious bearings: 
Lave banith’d from my lips that trait’rous liquor 
That either worksto practices of outrage | 
Or mes the manly brealt to woman’s weakne‘ss 
Or on the burning fandsar defert rocks 








Dillon ber accents date pon bee. ' 
ms iije 


ma . ii 5 Ta 


And’am not mine buvher's Now jidgepmy friend, 
‘How valt the jealous tranfportwefithy malter, 
‘When at his feet he'daily hears'thig charmer oe 
Avowa foreigi love; sudjinfalenty. ~° ; 
Give Mahomet’a rival!) ot os 
Mir, How! and-Mahomet . 
Not inflantly revenpenteee «vine or 
Mah. Ab thouldhendt2: ©) wet aia * 
But better to devett hint know hinn betters + 
Learn then that bathnyrivalandeny love 











ha From descr parsers od went 3 ™, 
fit. Alcancet ony . 
© Mab, \s their father? okt Heveides, ' 3 


‘To whofe tage inttitution’l commits 44 deowse. yl 
My captive infants,‘ X U 
Perdition! Dmyfelf lightoupsrbei flame, ’ 
Aina fed ;. till 1 fet myfelf onairetie” pers «i 
Well, means mutt be cmploy’d tbtit feeythe fathiors | 
He comes hie rnyytnd lec bien persed WT. < 
Yelp parse Dimon f 
fee'al einai ¢ 
With his efcorte befeespon” gatey bideAlt fen deay 
Make proper difpofition round theremplej ay > oI 
‘This done return, and render me account Sere 
Of what faccets we meet-with *mongil the people: 
"Phen, Mirvan, we'll determine Grto loofe) 
idle ia lourvesgenttot- anit ftita.< » “Eaiait irsian, 
~ Enter Parcawon. whores er 
Shed. Why dott thoustart Aleanor?whence that hor-- 
Is then my fight fo banefubtorthee? « tes euefrourt, 











Ale. Breawongt?® gor Swe. tat eg te 1 
Mutt I then bearthist mint) meetin Mean set ivi 
On terms of petices this fpoiler Of theeurth te © abe 

Mak, Ay wry without eblathy file Heav’n 

Bhi be 


. MEv'n truce bh 


SL aS Sarr ae 
Aa Th. Manower. » 
‘And ie ity tafolent deme thus th - ‘ 
Thou com’ to-give-thefane of Miceca pence)! a 
And me an unknown god? tr ns 
Mab. Were ‘any but Alcanor 
That unknown godthonld {peak ‘vthvarndes for fat} 49 
But here with thee I'd parlepasa man, 
(ic. What canttthiow fay? whaturge in thy defence 
What right haft thou receiv'd toplant wrens) 
Or lay a claim to royaltyiand ied 
., Moh, The right that arefolv'd Tring  Spivie 
“Mas o'er the growiling'i 
Alc. Patience, Heav'ns t have Enot known thee, 
When void of orfame, (Mahomer, 
* Rankéd with thelowelt of the low at Meeca? 


Andthe imperial i - 9 thet by 
" Ploughsithe plain, are both aliice . 
In the Eternal Eye—Mortalsare'equal: — ~ . 
Iviendt birth, ificence, o1 pas 
But virtue only: *ewitthem, 
a Sree meaner Eo OS 
ry surtu€’s ardent pinions bore on high 
= Lee my zeal, gave me in folemn charge 
hts facrostisles) them badme on and 
Ak, And didHeav'mbid thee on aid plinder too? 
F Mab. Myplaw is actives and inflames the foil 
| Wieh tine einames thy dumb gods? 
What laurels. ipring beneath their foot yaltars?: * 
Thy florhful deét.difgracethe humankind, — ~ 
Fan becdynenncoba ieee Pt WN 





teAeaettesd with thee's friendihip ! fro 


Sacre temaetany” 1s 
ale, Tnteretsatey pet an SRN IPIOa 





Ye 
20 MAHOMETS Py 
- 


Propofe the tic of this unnatoralanion 5 

Say, is’t the lofgof thy illfared fon, 

Who in the field fell victint to my-sages © ” 

Or the dear bloodof my. pomerte children, * 

Shed by thy butchering bands : 
Mab. Ay, 'tis thy. a nena 

Mark me then well, and leat th’ important fecret | -— 


Which I'm fole maiter of ——Thy. children live. . 
Mle. Live! ’ 
Mab. No live— 2 
Alc, What fay'fethou? Both! A 
Bab. Ay, both. 


Ale, ‘And dott thow not beguileme? 

Mab. No, old man. 7 

Alc, Propitions Héyvins } SayyMahomet, for now 
Methinks 1 could holdvendlefs converfe with thee, 
Say what? 2s their portion, liberty or bondage? 

Mab, Bred in my camp, and torer'd in. my law, 
I hgld the balance of their deftinies,. 
And now ’tis on the turn——thein,hives or deaths—— 
"Tis thine to fay which thall 

ic, Mine! can favethem? namethemightyranfom— 
If I muft bear their chains.double the @eight, 
And I will kifs the hand that puts themon; * 9% @-°== 
Or if my itreaming blood muft bethe prrchale, 
Drain ev'ry fluice and channel of any. body, 5 
My Belling wean will burt to give it paflage. 

Mah. Vii tell thee bc ema ol Pagan faith, 
Pras Bs a pay 

ee 

Pee MOMs wo — 
Surrender, pay enn ‘ 
Affift me to impofeupon the world, >. ’ 
Thunder my Koran tothe gazing crowdy + 
eee me for, perry rare 

nd be ag 


Will deign to wed thy daughter. Ore i4 
Ake. Se “eo 
Lam a father, and this bofom-boafis 
A heart as tender aac’er parent bores 









After a 
Quce more to 
Anddie im 
But were 1 
wud help to fp 
tr to behold 
riveme of: 
‘dnot =e eo - 
Lovking carnefily at Mabamnet for: before be fpeaks. 
_prewell. WW cae omnes Seitudleaner, 
Mek. Why,fare theepwellthen—-churlith detard ! 


nexorable fool! Now by my atms, 5» - “<2 
will have great meet thy feorn +8 






What fay'ft'thoutodtnow?, peer vy =i 
¢ © Mir. Why, that Aleagor® phe) oT 
| Orwe mutt fall. y..eeyeliiMe tebe sy 

Malt. : 


Deitruction qp-thy heads the-fenate too 
“Ht "8 thy deam, « 
‘ish. Tibi march 


paltry babblers~ 
§ “Plac’d onthe bengh-offloth withieafecan-nod ~~~ 
And votea mantodeath; why don’tthe cowards ~ 
__ Stand me.in-yonder plain?—With half théir numbers” 
| Teicerssleng eestiney inteatiamisaoeannny , 





| And he wasdeem'd the wifelt fenator 
Ebene wea mow thepthink = _ 
‘heyZave got men the toil ‘fpirite mount, 
\ Andsbeye ait aiepelinbealemaetdlie ae 
| Wellytbis Ji greatnef 1 
To oppoliti oe 
‘been ol win 
Te marl ain, Seed 
Thofe dupesof before us ops 
Like oligrs#o a hurricane 
Mir. Notime = = ye +t eet eronr 
Is to be lott. Net toes mbes bates 
Mal, Burfor.a proper wmyneen we eee 


ose dalla Oa as? 
er ocal 
For, however irkfome, 
and m vulgar. 
ir. Trae, my, ere x think’ft thou then of 
Mai. Oh *h thou! [Zephna: 


ate me te rivate do. io vengeance on a him: 


‘Thy other fav’rites of maturer a, -« 
And more. difcrectly. zealous, 1 mot rifle it: ‘y 
Youth is the fhochybeses graftedfuperttition ‘ 
\ Shoots with unbounded vigour, .He’s.a flave 4 
No thy d faith, seer by thet, 


However mld his RBS HEE oA 

Howe’er Fer Ay 

Or ftrong his, a aie igi = 

He would for iam eta 
Mah. The bri Palmira! Sars 


Mir. Yes, thut. Arb ~~ x 
‘The only fon of thy neers 
And the inceftuous rival of thy ant 
Mab. Vhate th ain eee 


‘The manes.of my font 


On the curs'd fire; ee she amt i ali 
Know'ft from whofeblood fhe 


And yet I’m here ended thet pee 
Ready to {wallow me ; come too,in, — Res 
OFieus and a throne-—What mutt, Lee 


\ 
warring paflions, Jike contending clouds 

Whee haat Fanta thonders fara feb bork 

Uroo thenlgless grad oa eehmamib thabeches 4 

And fh: lenervating 

Hag sy afpiring oct wane ¥ 


To woman's 


Glory ! that mutt not.be ! Ms < 
And great revenge i ne 
And must be notic’d. : youth - 
‘Touch not at,once upon)the ftartling purpofe, “ 
But make due preparation. .... @ 
© Mir. Vat i Pare 
‘With all the forces rer 

re lies our 9 Rees et 


Mab, Firkt then, 2 folem ; he 
Toad miata Laake bamueyem tute 


l TTR, a y 
Next omens, dreams, a P 
fe a eg 
Upon *Palmira’ ‘bis OG ig ‘ 
Bat to the proof8Be now propit 
‘Then love, ambition cengenne, joy mph (Exe. 


oe ACT OT” 


Scene, @ grand apartment. 
Enter Zavuna and Pacmina. © 
‘Zirawk. © he 
A.tcanon claim a ference with ne! 
What has he to unfe . — - 
Pal. 1 teem 
Zaph. Time d-t00, ‘Wid bie fay ? ; ? 
Pal, He did; then caft™ > 
7 A look fo piercing on me it o*erwhelm’d 
* My face Nogiacr omen this/he mark’d, 
‘Then Zap oe ye Teft mes rh 


Tint irwain’s ji manded 5 
pli eee a 


With sera rf Sb [To Pal.] Both in private? 
Pui? In private’ 
Zaph, Het vis and my life! [Apart 

Tt cannot bey rénd’a form . 

Could ne'er bepanderte fach black devices. 
Pal. But let us ttiun it Zaphna; much T fear 

Alcanor has deceiw’a we'drend the treachery ~~ 

\ Of this bipod-thirfty fenate “Praftme, Zaphia, 












They ’avé fworn the of our faith, 
Nor care vain? 
~Zaph. My (ul's beit treatire, “—r" 
ey whofe oe 
1) up in arms) “own 
Shin thou This hour; Palmira, 
Mirvan, by order 6f our [ee derial a 
Prepares to foleambze fore: soo kind ms + 
Of amore liallow'd rate ier 8 
‘Than willadmit of vulgar 
Alone am honour’d to: by sr 





Pal, Bilonetistsno p> img 900 te es 


° a 


r <——~5 3 = sh koe 
aan. Paihia 
Farewell my love; fly to gaimthe fammit ~ 
Of carth’sfelicity—to gain Palmira. (Exit. 

Pal. Where'er T turn Tochere’ ‘tis all fufpicion. 
What means this vow? Mirvan, Like thee not: 
Alcanor too diftraéts my tim’rous breait ; 

Ev’n Mahomet’s felf I dread whilft I invoke him. 

FT ike one benighted ’midit @ place of tombs 

I gaze around me, ftart at ev’ry motion, 

[And feem hemm'd in by vifionary fpetres. 

Allrighteous Pow'r, whom trembling T adore, 

And blindly follow, oh deliver me 

From thefe heart-rending terrours !—Ha! who's here? 
Enter Mavomer. 

’Tis he! "tis Mahomet himfelf! kind Heav’n 

Has fent him to my aid—My gracious Lord! 

Proteét the dear dear idol of my foul; 

-Save Zaphna ; guard him from 
7 Mab, From what!—why Zaphna? 
Whence this vain terrour? is he not with us? 

Pal. Oh Sir, you double now my apprchenfions! 
‘Thofe broken accents and that eager look 
Shéw you have anguith {matlviny; at the heart, 

And prove for onct that Mahomet 's a mortal. 
Mob, aplet-] Fla! 1 hall tuen a traitor to myfelf— 
Oh woman! woman! hear mes ought I not 
To be enrag’d at thy profane attachinent? 
How could thy breait, without the keenetl fling, 
Harbour oye thought not diétated by me? 
Ts that’ yo#ng mind 1 took fuch toil to form 
rials ay ingrate and infidel at once? 
ious maid- 


That doit thou far 

we yal Lord?” att proflrate at your fect 
Let me implore forgivenefs if in aught 
T have offended : talk.not to me thus; 
A frown from thee, my father and my king, 
Is death to poor Palmira. Say then, Lognimgad 
Didk thou not in this very” 
‘To tender me his vows? a 

Mab. apart.) “ His vows! perdition !” 
How the foft trait’refs racks me!—Rife Palmira— 
[Apart] Down, rebel love! I mut pene a me hither; 








“26 MAHOMET: 
Beware, rafh maid, of fuch imprudent fteps, « 
‘They lead to guilt, What wild pernicious errours 
May n't the heart yield to ifnot greatly watch’d! « 
Pal. In loving Zaphna fare it cannot err 5 
"There's nothing wild, nothing pernicious— 
Mab. How! 
This theme delights you. 
Pal. 1 mutt own it does. td 
‘Yes, my great matter, for I {till have thought 
That Heay’n itfelf approv’d of my affeétion, 
And gave a fanction to our mutual ardours, 
Can what was virtue once be now a crime? 
Can Tbe guilty. 
Maka-sowanl 6 708 ce 
You, nurs’d from infancy beneath my eye, 
Child of my care and pupil of my faith, 
You, whom my partial fondnefs ttill dittinguith'd 
From all the captive youths that grac'd my triumphs, 
And you who now without my leave permit 
A flave to bear thee from my fight for ever. 
Pal, No, we both live, nay more, would die for thee: 
And oh my Lord! ifall that earth can offer 
Of grandeur, opulence, or pleafure, e'¢ 
Shall make me deaf to gratitude’s demands, *, + 
May Zaphna’s felf be evidence againft me, e 
And plead for double vengeance on my treachery. 
Mah, spart.) Zaphna again! Furies! I fhall relapfet 
And make her witnefs of my weaknefs. 
Pal. Sir! 
What fudden fart of paffion arms that eye? 
Mab. Oh nothing : pray retire a while: take 
I'm not at all difpleastd: ’t d 
‘The depth of thy young beart. I pravle thy choice 5 
‘Truit then thy deareft int’reft to my bofom ; 
But know your fate depends on your obedience. 
If I have been a guardian to your youth, a) 
If all my lavith bountics paft weigh aught, 
Deferve the future bleffings which await you. 
Howe’er the voice of Heav’n difpofe of Zaphua, 
Confirm him in the path where duty leads, 
‘That he may keep his vow and merit thee. 



















